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THE THIRD BOOK 


O F 


VIRGIL's Georgicks. 


4 ip Y Fields, propitious Pales, I reherſe; 
And ſing thy Paſtures in no vulgar Verſe, 


Amphryſian Shepherd ; the Lycean Woods ; 
Arcadia's flowry Plains, and pleaſing Floods. 


All other Themes, that careleſs Minds invite, 
Are worn with uſe; unworthy me to-write. 
Buſiri's Altars, and the dire Decrees 
Of hard Exriſtheus, ev'ry Reader ſees: 


Fhlas the Boy, Latona's erring Ile, 
And Pelop's Iv'ry Shoulder, and his Toyl 
B 2 
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For fair Hippodamee, with all the reſt 
Of Grecian Tales, by Pocts are exprelt : 
New ways I'muſt attempr, my groveling Name 


Toraiſe aloft, and wing my fight to Fame. \ 


I, firſt of Romans, ſhall in Triumph come 
From conquer'd Greece, and bring her Trophies ' 
home : 
With Foreign Spoils adorn my native place ; 
z And with Iawne's Palms, my Mantua grace. 
Of Parian Stone a Temple will I raiſe, 
Where the ſlow Mzzcizs through the Vally ſtrays: 
Where cooling Streams invite the Blocks todrink: 
'- And Recds defend the winding water's brink. 
Full in the nudiſt {hall mighty Ceſar ſtan! : 
Hold the chuef Honours ; and the Dome command. 
Then I, conſpicuous in my Tyrian Gown, 
(Submitting to his Godhead my Renown) 
| 1-5: 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. 7 


——. 


A hundred Courſers from the Goal will drive: 
The Yival Chariots in the Race ſhall ſtrive, 
All Greece ſhall flock from far,my Games to ſee; 


The Whorlbat, and the rapid Race, ſhall be 
Reſerv'd for Ceſar, and ordain'd by me. 

My ſelf, with Olive crown'd,the Guifts will bear: © 
Ev'n now methinks the publick ſhouts I hear ; 


The paſſing Pageants, and the Pomps appear, 4 
[, to the Temple, will condu&t the Crew : 

The Sacrifice and Sacrificers view ; 

From thence return, attended with my Train, 
Where the proud 'Theatres diſcloſe the Scene 
Which interwoven Britains ſeem to raile, 

And ſhew the 7 riamph which their Shame diſplays, 
High 0o're the Gate, in Elephant and Gold, 

The Crowd ſhall Ceſa's Indian War behold ; 
The Ne ſhall low beneath ; -and on the fide, 
His ſhatter*d Ships on Brazen Pillars ride, 
B 3 * | | dion 
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And dropping Sedge, ſhall his Armenia mourn ; 
And Aſfien Cities in our Triumph born. 

| Withbackward Bows the Parthians ſhall be there; | 
And, ſpurring from the Fight, confeſs their fear. 
A double Wreath ſhall crown our Ceſar's Brows 
Two differuig Trophies, from two ditterent Foes. | 
Evrope with Africk in his Fame ſhall join ; 


Next him Nz:phates with inverted Urn, . 


But neither Shore his Conqueſt ſhall confine. 


The Parian Marble, there, ſhall ſeem to move, 


In breathing Statues, not unworthy Jove. 
Reſembligg Heroes, whoſe Etherial.Root 
Is Fove himfelf, and C2/ar is the Fruit. 
. , 'Tros and his Race the Sculptor ſhall employ ; 
' And He'the God who built the Walls of Troy. 
Envy her ſelf at laſt, grown pale and dumb ; 
(By Ceſar combated and overcome) 
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Shall 
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Shall give her Hands ; and fear the curling Snakes 
Of laſhing Furies, and the burning Lakes : 

The pains of Famiſht Tartalws ſhall feel ; 7 
And Si/phas that labours up the Hall ow wa 
The rowling Rock in vain; and curſt Ixiop's 


Mean time we muſt purſue the Silver Lands; 
(Th abode of Nymphs,) untouch'd by formerf} 
Hands : | 
T For ſuch, Mecenas, are thy hard Commands, + 


Without thee nothing lofry can I ſing ; 

Come then, and with thy ſelf thy Genius bring : 
With which Infpir'd, I brook no dull delay. 
Cytheron loudly calls me to my way ; 
Thy Hounds, Taygets, open and purſue their 
High Epidaxras urges on my ſpeed, (prey; 
Fam'd for his Hills, and for his Horſes breed : 


B 4 From 
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From Hills and Dales the chearful Cries rebound : 


For Eccho hunts along;and propagates the ſound, 


% 


-? Atime will come,. when my maturer Muſe, 
fn Coſer's Wars, 'a Nobler Theme ſhall chuſe. 
And- through more Ages bear my Soyeraign's 
\ Praile ; 
Fhan have our Sh paſt to Czſar's Days. 


The Generous Youth, who ſtudious of the Prize, 
The Race of running Courlers multiplies ; 
Or to.the Plough the ſturdy Bullock breeds, 
May know that from the Dam the worth of each 
Q proceeds | 
The Mother Cow mult wear a lowring look, 

' Sour headed, firongly neck'd, to bear theyoke. 
Her'double Dew-lap from her Chin deſcends : 
And at her Thighs the pond'rous burthen ends. 

Fi de 


of MISCELL ANT POEMS. 9g 


—— 


Long are her ſides and large, her Limbsare great; 


Rough are her Ears, and broad her horny Feet. - 
Her -Colour ſhining black, but fleak'd with 


whute ; 


She toſſes from the Yoke ; provokes the Fight : 


; & Sheriſes in her gate, is free from fears ; 
And in her Face a Bull's Reſemblance bears : 
Her ample Forehead with a Star is Crown'd ; 


And with her length of Tail ſhe {weeps the 


ground, 
The Bull's Infult at Four ſhe may fuſtain ; 
But, after Ten, from Nuptial Rites refrain. | 


Six Seaſons uſe ; but then releaſe the Cow, 


Unfit for Love, and for the lab*ring Plough. 


Now while their Youth is filld with kindly 
Fire, 

Submit thy Females to the luſty Sire : | 

ny | Watch 
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Watch the quick motions of the frisking Tail, 
Then ſerve their fury with the ruſhing Male, 
Indulging Pleaſure leſt the Breed ſhow'd fail. 


In Youth alone, Unhappy Mortals Live ; 
But, ah! the mighty Bliſs is fugitive ; 
Diſcolour'd Sickneſs, anxious Labours come, 
And Age, and Death's inexorable Doom, 


Yearly thy Herds in vigour will impair ; 


-Recruit and mend *em with thy Yearly care : 
Still propagate, for ſtill they fall away, 
*Tis prudence to prevent th' entire decay. 

Like Diligence requires the Courler' s Race; 
In fy choice ; and fora longer ſpace, ,, 
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The Colt, that for a Stallion 1s defign'd, 


By ſure preſages ſhows his Generous Kind, 
Of able Body, ſound of Limb and Wind. 
Upright he walks, on Paſterns firm and ſtraight ; 
is motions eaſy ; prancing 1n his Gate. 

The firſt to lead the way, to tempt the flood ; 


— - RF 5 


$ To paſs the Bridge unknown, nor fear the trem- 

| bling wood. 

4 Dauntleſs at empty noiſes; lofty neck'd ; 

| Sharp headed, Barrel belly*d, broadly back'd, 
Brawny his Cheſt, and deep, his Colour gray ; 
For Beauty dappled, or the brighteſt Bay : 
Faint White and Dun will ſcarce the Rearing 

Pay. 


. 1+ oO 1 w 


The fiery Courſer when he hears from far, 


The ſprightly Trumpets, and the ſhouts of 
War, | 


Prick, 
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Pricks up his *bY ; and cremblidy with delight, 
4hifts place, -and paws ; and _ the promis( 
C pint 

-On his right ſhoulder his thick Mane reclin'd, 
Ruffles at ſpeed ; and dances in the wind. 

"His horny Hoots are jetty-black, and round ; 
-His Chine is double ; ſtarting with a bound 
He turns the Turf, and ſhakes the ſolid ground. 
Fire from [us Eyes,Clouds from his Noſtrils flow : 


He bears his Rider headlong on the Foe. 


+ Such was the Steed in Grecian Poets fam'd, 
Proud Cyllarws, by Spartan Pollux tam'd : 
Such Courſers bore to Fight the God of Thrace . 
And ſuch, Achilles, was thy Warlick Race. 
In ſuch a Shape, grim Saturz did reftrain 
His. Heav'nly Limbs, and: flow'd with ſuch a 


Mane, 
When, 


Th 


When, half ſurpriz'd, and fearing to be ſeen, 
he Leatcher gallop'd from his Jealous Queen : 
Ranup the ridges of the Rocks amain ; 


And with ſhrill Neighings filPd the Neighbour- 
| (ing plain. 
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But worn with Years,when dire Diſeaſes come, 
Then hide his not Ignoble Age, at Home : | 
) In peace t enjoy his former Palms and Pains ; 
And oratefully be kind to his Remains. 
For when his Blood no Youthful Spirits move, 
He languiſhes and labours in his Love. 
And when the ſprightly Seed ſhou'd ſwiftly|come, 
Dribling he drudges, and defrauds the Womb. 
In vain he burns, like haſty ſtubble fires ; 


And in himſelf his former ſelf requires. 


His Age and Coura ge weigh : nor thoſe alone, 
But note his Father's Virtues and his own ; 
Obſerve 
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| Obſerve if he Aiſains to vield the Prize ; 
M Loſs i impatient, proud of Viftories. 
(ſtart 
Haſt thou beheld, when from the Goal the; 
The Youthful Charioteers with beating Heart, | 
Ruſh to the Race; and panting, ſcarcely bear ; 
Th' extreams of feaveriſh hope,and chilling fear; ; 


Stoop to the Reins, and laſh with all their force 4 


The flying Chariot kindles inthe courſe : 
And now a-low ; and now aloft they fly, 
As born through Air, and ſeem to touch the Sky} 
No ſtop, noſtay, but clouds of ſand ariſe; 

| Spurn'd,and caſt backward on the follower” SEyes. 
The hindmoſt blows the foam upon the firſt : 
Such is the love of Praiſe : an Honourable Thurk 


Bold Eridthonias was the firſt, who joyn'd 
' Four Horſes for the rapid Race deſign'd ; 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. ny 


And ore the duſty wheels preſiding fat ; 
The Lapthe to Chariots, add the State 
Of Bits and Bridles ; taught the Steed to bound ; 
To run the Ring, and trace the mazy round. 
| F To ſtop, to fly, the Rules of War to know : 
4 T' obey the Rider; and to dare the Foe. 


3 Tochooſea Youthful Steed, with Courage fir'd; 
| To breed him, break him, back him, are requir'd 
Experienc'd Maſters ; and in ſundry ways : 
Y Their Labours equal, and alike their Praiſe, 

"WY Bur once again the batter'd Horſe beware, 

The weak old Stallion will deceive thy care. 


(Ipeed, 


Or did from Neptane's Race, or from himſelf \ 
proceed. 


Or was of Argos or Epirian breed, 


Though Famous in his Youth for force I, 


Theſe 


þ 
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Theſe things premis'd, when now the Nuptial 
Approaches for the {tately Steed to climb : (ung 
With Food inable him, to make his Court ; 
Diſtend his Chine, and pamper him tor ſport. 
Feed him with Herbs, whatever thou can'lt find, 
Of generous warmth ; and of ſalacious kind. 
Then water him, and (drinking what he can) 
Encourage tum to thirſt again, with Bran. 
Inſtructed thus, produce him to the Faire ; 
And joyn in Wedlock to th' expeCting Mare. 
For if the Sire be faint, or out of caſe, 
He will be copied in his famiſh'd Race : 
| And ſink beneath the pleating Task afſign'd ; 


, (Forall's roo little for the craving Kind.) 


As for the Females, with induſtrious care 
Take down their Mettle, keep *em lean and bare; 
| | When 
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When conſcious of their paſt delight, and keen 


To take the leap, and prove the ſport again : 


With ſcanty meaſure then ſupply their food ; 

And,when athirſt, reſtrain *em from the flood : 

Their Bodies harraſs, fink *em when they rua ; 

And fry their melting Marrow in the Sun. 

Starve 'em, when Barns beneath their burthen 
groan, 

And winnow'd Chat, by weſtern winds is blown. - 

For fear the ranckneſs of the ſwelling Womb g 

Shou'd {cant the paſſage, and confine the room. 

Leſt the fat Furrows ſhou'd the ſenſe deſtroy 

Of Genial Luſt ; and dull the Seat of Joy, 

But let *em ſuck the Seed with greedy force ; 


And there encloſe the Vigour of the Horſe. 


The Male has done ; thy Care muſt now proceed oy 


To teeming Females ; and the promis'd breed, 7% 


C Firſt 
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Firſt fet *er run at large; and never know 
The tatning Yoak, or draw the crooked Plough. 
Let *em not leap the Ditch, or ſwim the Flood ; 
Or lumber'o're the Meads ; or croſs the Wood. 
But range the Foreſt, by the ſilver ſide 


Of ſome cool Stream, where Nature ſhall provide 


Green Graſs and fatning Clover for their fare ; 
And Moſly Caverns for theiggNoontide lare : 
With Rocks above, to ſhield the ſharp N of 


nal air. 


| Aboltt th? Alburnian Groves, with Holly green, 
Of winged InfeCts mighty ſwarms are ſeen : 
This flying Plague (to mark its quality ; ) 
Oeſtros the Gretians call: Aſylus, we : 
' A fierce loud buzzing Breez; their ſtings draw 
blood ; | 
And drive the Cattel gadding through the 
Wood, 1 
Seiz'd 


( 
( 
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Seiz'd with unuſual pains, they loudly ery, 
T.nagrus haſtens thence. ;' and leaves his Chaunel 
dry. | | | 


This Curſe the jealous Jazo did invent ; 

And firſt employ'd tor 1's Puniſhment. 

To ſhun this Ill, the cunning Leach ordains 
In Summer's Sultry Heats (tor then it reigns) 
To feed. the Females, e're the.Sun ariſe, 


Or late at Night, when Stars adora the Skies. 


When ſhe has calv*d, then ſet the Dam alide ;s 
And for the tender Progeny provide. _. 
Diſtinguiſh all betimes, with branding Fire ; 
To note the Tribe, the Lineage, and the Sire. 
Whom to reſerve for Husband of the Herd ; 
Or who ſhall be to Sacrifice preterr'd ; 
Or whom thou ſhalt to turn thy Glebe allow ; 
To harrow Furrows, and ſuſtain the Plough : 

C 3 The 
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'The reſt, for whom no Lot is yet decreed, 
May run m Paſtures, and at pleaſure feed. 
The Calf, by Nature and by Genius made 
To turn the Glebe, breed to the Rural trade. 
Set him betimes to School ; and let him be 
Inſtrufted there in Rules of Husbandry : 
While yet his Youth is flexible and green ; 
Nar bad Examples of the Wg''4 has ſeen. | 
Early begin the ſtubbora Child to break ; 
For his ſoft Neck, a ſupple Collar make 
Of bending Ofers ; and (with time and care 
 Enur*d that eafie Servitude to bear) | 
Thy flattering Method on the Youth purſue : 
Join'd with his School-Fellows, by two and two, 
Periwade *em firſt to lead an empty Wheel, 
That ſcarce the duſt can raiſe; or they can feel : 
In length of Time produce the lab%ring Yoke 


And ſhining Shares, that make the Furrow ſmoak. 
E're 
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E're the licentious Youth be thus reſtrain'd, 

Or Moral Precepts on their Minds have gauv'd ; 
Their wanton Appetites not only feed 

With delicares of Leaves, and marſhy Weed, 
But with thy Sickle reap the rankeſt land: 

Ani ininifte} the blade, with bounteous hand. 
Nor be with harmful parſimony won 

To follow what ollt homely Sires have dode: - 
Who hlyd the Pail with Beeſtings of the Cow: 
But all her Udder to the Calf allow. 


If ro the Warlike Steed thy Studies bend, 

Or for the Prize in Chariots to contend ; 

Near Pz/a's Flood the rapid Wheels to guide, 

Or in Vhmpian Groves aloft to ride ; 

The generous labours of the Courſer, firſt 

Muſt be with fight of Arms and ſounds of Trum- 
pets nurſt : 
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- Inbr'd the groaning:Axle-tree to bear ; 
Andlethim claſhing Whips in Stables hear. 
Sooth him- with'praiſs ; and make him under. 
The loud Applauſes of :his Maſter's hand : 

This from his weaning, let him well be taught; 
| And then betimes ina ſoft Snaffle wrovght : 
Betore his tender Joints with Nerves are knit ; 
Gwltleſs of Arms, and trembling at the Bit. 
But when to four tall Springs his years advance, 
Teach him to run tle round, with pride to prance, 
And (rightly manag?d) equal time to beat; 
To turn, to bound in meaſure ; .and Curver. 
Let him, to' this,' with caſie pains be,brought : 
And ſeem to labour, when he labours not. 
Thus, formed for ſpeed, he challenges the wind; 
- Aid leaves the Soyzhian Arrow far behind : 


/ 
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He ſcours along the Field, with looſen'dReigs ; 


And treads ſo light, he ſcarcely prints the plains. 


Like Boreas in hus race, when ruſhing forth, 


He {weeps the Skies, and clears the cloudy North: 


The waving Harveſt bends beneath lus blaſt ; 


The Foreſt ſhakes, the Groves their Honours caſt; 


He flies aloft, and with 1impetuous roar 

Purſucs the foaming Surges to the ſhoar. 

Thus o're tl” Zeaz Plains, thy well- breath'd 
Horle 

Suſtains the goring Spurs, and wins the Courle, 

Or, bred to Belgian Waggons, leads the way 


Untir'd at night, and cheartul all the Day, 


When once he's broken, fecd him full and high ; 
Indulge his growth, and his gauat ſides ſupply. 


Betore his training, keep him poor and law ; 


For his ſtout ſtomach with his food will grow z 
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The pamper'd Colt will Diſcipline diſdain, 
Impatient of the Laſh, and reſtift to the Rein. 


Wovdſt thou their Courage and their Strength 
improve, 
Too ſoon they muſt not tcel the ſtings of Love. 
Whether the Bull or Courſer be thy Care, 
Let him not leap the Cow, nor mount the Mare. 
The youthful Bull muft wander in the Wood ; 


Behind the Mountain, or beyond the Flood : 
Or, 'in the Stall at home his Fodder find ; 


Far from the Charms of that alluring Kind. 
With two fair Eyes his Miſtreſs burns his breaſt ; 
He looks, and languiſhes, and leaves his reſt ; 
Forſakes his Food, and pining for the Laſs, 
Is.joylels of the Grove, and ſpurns the growing 


gra(s, 
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The ſoft Seducer, with enticing Looks, 
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The bellowing Rivals to the Fight provokes. - 


A beauteous Heifer in the Woods is bred ; 
The ſtooping Warricurs, aiming head to head, 
Engage their claſhing Horns; with dreadful ſound 
The Forreſt rattles, and the Rocks rebound. 
They fence, they puſh, and puſhing loudly roar ; 
Their Dewlaps and their ſides are bath'd in goar. 


Nor when the War 1s over, is it Peace; K 
Nor will the vanquiſh'd Bull his Claim releaſe : 
But feeding in his Breaſt bis ancient Fires, 


And curſing Fate, from his proud Foe retires. 

Driv*n from his Native Land,to foreign Grounds, 

He with a gen'rous rage reſents his Wounds ; 

His ignominious flight, the Vitor?s boaſt, 

And more than both,the Loves,wluch unreveng'd 
he loſt, 


Often 
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Often he turns his Eyes, and, witha groan, 
Surveys the pleaſing Kingdoms, once his own. 
And therefore to repair his ſtrength he tries : 
Hardning his Limbs with painful Exerciſe, 
And rough upon the flinty Rock he lies. 

On prickly Leaves, and on ſharp:Herbs he teeds, 
Then to the Prelude of a War proceeds. 

His Horns, yet fore, he tries againſt a [Tree : 

Aud meditates-his abſent Enemy. 


He fauffs the Wind, his heels the Sand cxcite ; 
But; when lie ftands colle&ed in his might, ( 


He roars, and promiſes a more ſucceſsful 6ght. 

Then, to redeem his Honour at a blow, 

He moves his Camp, to meet his careleſs Foe, 

Not with more madneſs, rolling from afar, 

The ſpumy W aves proclamm the watry War, 
And mounting upwards, with.a mighty roar, 

March onwards, and inſult the rocky ſhoar, 

The! 
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hey mate the middle Region with their height . 
\nd fall no lefs, than with a Mountain's weight ; 
[he Waters boil, and belching from below 

Black Sands, as from a forceful. Engine throw. 


'Thus every Creature, and of -eyery Kind, 


The ſecret Jeys-of {weet Coion'find : 

Not only Man's Imperial Race; but they 
That wing the liquid Air; or ſwim the. Sea, 
Or haunt the Defart, ruſh into the flame : 


For Love is Lord of all; and is m all the ſame. 


'Iis with this rage, the Mother Lion'ſtung, 
Scours 0're the Plain ; regardlels of her young : 
Demanding Rites of Love; ſhe tternly ſtalks; 
And hunts her Lover in his lonely Walks, 

Tis then theſhapeleſs Bear tis Den forſakes; * 
In Woods and Fields a wild deſtruQtion makes. th 
Boars 
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Boars whet their Tusks; to battel Tygers move; 
Enrag'd with hunger, more enrag'd with love. 
Then wo'to him, that in the defart Land 
Of Lybia travels, o're the burning Sand. 
The Stallion ſnuff the well-known Scent afar; 
And ſnorts and trembles for the diſtant Mare: - 
Nor Bitts nor Bridles, can his rage reſtrain ; 
And rugged Rocks are interpos'd in vain : 
He makes his way o're Mountains, and contemns 
Unruly Torrents, and unfoorded Streams. 
The briſtled Boar, who feels the pleaſing wound, 
New grinds his arming Tusks, and digs the 
ground. T 
The ſleepy Leacher ſhuts his little-Eyes ; 
About | his churning Chaps the frothy bubble 
riſe : l 
He rubs tus ſides againſt a Tree; prepares 
And hardens both. his Shoulders for the Wars. 
W hat 
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hat did the Touth, when Love's unerring Dart Leader.” 
ransfixt” his Liver ; and inflam?d his heart ? 
lone, by night, his watry way he took ; 
About him, and above, the Billows broke : 

he Sluces of the Skie were open ſpread ; 

ind rowling Thunder rattl'd o're his head. © 
he raging Tempeſt calPd him back in vain; 
 WAnd every boding Omen'of the Main. 

Nor cou'd his Kindred ; nor the kindly force 
Of weeping Parents, change his fatal Courſe. 
No, not the dying Maid, who muſt deplore 
His floating: Carcaſs on the Seſtiax ſhore. 


MW! paſs the Wars that ſpotted Linx's make 

With their fierce Rivals, for the Females ſake ; 
The howling Wolves, the Maſtiffs amorous rage; 
When even the fearful Stag dares for his Hind 


engage. | . But 
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But far above the reſt, | the furious Ma re, 
'Barr'd from the Male, i is frantick with deſpair. 
For when her pouting Vent dechares her pain, 
She tears the Harneſs, and ſhe rends the Rein; ; 
For this; (when Yenus gave them rage and 
pow'r) 
Their Maſters mangld Members they devour \ 
= Of Love defrauded in their longing Hour. 
For Love they force through Thickets of th 
Wood, 
They chmb the ſteepy Hills,and ſtem the F lood. 
; 


When at the Spring's approach their Marrow 


burns, 


(For with the Spring their Genial- Warmth re 


eurns) F 


The Mares to Cliffs of rugged Rocks repair, 


And with wide Noſtrils ſnuff the Weſtern Air : 
| ' When 
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Vhen RY ui"2E to helate) the Parent Wind, | 
ithout the Stallion, propagates the Kind. 
hen fir'd with amorous rage, they take their 
flight 
hrough Plains, and mount the Hills unequal 
height ; 
(or to the North, nor to the Riſing Sun, 
(or Southward to the Rainy Regions run, 
ut boring to the Welt, and hov*ring there 
Vith gaping Mouths, they draw prolifick air : 
th which impregnate, from their Groins they 
\ ſlimy Juice, by falſe Conception bred.. (ne 
v7 he Shepherd knows it well; and calls by Name 
Hippomanes, to note the Mothers Flame. 
bis, gather'd in the Planetary Hour, 


Vith noxious Weeds, and ſpelPd with words -& 
dire Stepdames in the Magick Bowl infuſe ; 0 


nd mix,for deadly draughts, the poysnous juice. 


But 
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But time is los, which never will renew, 
While we too far the pleaſing Path purſue; ( 
Surveying Nature, with too nice a view. 


Let this ſuffice for Herds: our following Care 
Shall woolly Flocks, and ſhaggy Goats declare, 
Nor can I doubt what Oyl I muſt beſtow, 

To raiſe my Subject from a Ground ſo low : 
And the mean Matter which my Theme affords, 
1T*embelliſh with magnificence of Words. 

Burt the commanding Muſe my Chariot guides; 
Which o're the dubious Cliff ſecurely rides : 


And pleas'd I am, no beaten Road to take : 
J 


But firſt the way to new Diſcov'ries make. 
i 


Now, Sacred Pales, in a lofty ſtrain, 


o ſing the Rural Honours of thy Reign. 
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Firſt vith aſſiduous care, 7: from Winter _ 
Well foddet*d in the Stalls, thy tender Sheep. 
Then ſpread with Straw, the bedding of thy fold : 


With Fern beneath, to fend the bitter cold. 


*M That free from Gouts thou mayſt preſerve thy 
Care! | | 
And clear from Scabs, produc'd by freezing Air. 
Next let thy Goats officiouſly be nurſt ; 
; WAnd led to living Streams; toquench their thirſt. 


Feed *erm with Winter-brouze, and for their lare 


A Cor that opens to the South prepare : 


here basking in the Sun-ſhine they may lye, 


\nd the ſhort Remnants of his heat enjoy. 


[his during Winter's drizly Reign be done : 


fl the new Ram receives th' exalted Sun : 


or hairy Goats of equal proft are 


1th woolly Sheep, and ask an equal care. 


D 
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Tis true, the Fleece, when drunk | with Tyria 
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Jug in|! [..: 
Is dearly ſold: but- not for needful uſe : -, 


For the fallacious Goat, encreaſes more ;__.. 

And twige as largely yields her mulky ſtore. 
The ſtill diſtended Udders never fail ; 

But when they ſeem cxhaylted, ſwell the Pail. 
Mean time the Paſtor ſhcars their hoary Beards; 
And caſes of their Hair, the loaden Herds. 

Their Camelats warm in Tents,the Souldier hold; 


And ſhield/the wretched Mariner from cold. 


On Shrubs they brouze, and on the bleaky top 
of barren Hulls, the rhorny Bramble' crop. 
Attended. with-their Family they come 
At Night unask*d, and mindful of their I 
And ſcarce their {welling Bags the —_ 


OVETCOME. 
50 
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"50 much the more thy diligence beſtow 
In depth of Winter, to defend the Snow. 
By how much leſs the tender helpleſs Kind, 
For their ovn ills, can fit Provifion find. 
Then miniſter the browze, with bounteous hand; 
And open let thy Stacks all Wauter ſtand; * 
But when the Weſtern Winds with vital pow'r' 
Call forth the tender Graſs, and budding Plarver; 
Then, at the-laſt, produce in open Air 
"WH Both Flocks ; and ſend *em to their Summer fare, 
Betorg the Sun, while Heſperas 'appears ; 
Firit let *em ſip from Herbs the pearly tears . 
"Ot Morning Dews: And after break their Faſt” 
On Green-ſword Ground;(a cool and gratefultaſt:') 
WO But when the day's fourth hour has drawn the 
Dews, 


And the Sun's ſultry heat their thirſt renews; .: . 


D 2 When 
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When the ſhrill Graſhoppers on Shrubs complain, 
Then lead *em to their wat'ring Troughs again: 
In Summer's heat, ſome bending Valley find, 
Clogd from the Sun, but open to the Wind - 
Or ſeek ſome ancient Oak, whoſe Arms extend 
In ample breadth, thy Cattle to defend : 

Or ſolitary Grove, or gloomy Glade : 

To ſhield 'em with its venerable Shade. 

Onee more to wat”ring lead ; and feed agairt 
When the low Sun 1s ſinking in the Main. 
When rifing Cynthia ſheds her filver Dews ; 
And the cool Evening-breeze the Meads renews: 
When Liners fill the Woods with tuneful ſound. i 
And hollow ſhoars the Halcyons V oice rebound. 


Why ſhowd my Muſe enlarge on Lybian Swains; 


Their fcatter'd Cottages, and ample Plains ? 


Where 
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WW Where oft the Flocks, without a Leader ſtray ; _ 
Or through continu'd Defſarts take their way ; 


And, feeding, add the length of night to day. 
Whole Months they wander, grazing as they go; 


Nor Folds, nor hoſpitable Harbour know. 

Such an extent of Plains, fo vaſt a ſpace 

Of Wilds unknown, and of untaſted Graſs 
Allures their Eyes : The Shepherd laſt appears, 


nd with him all his Patrumony bears ; 

His Houſe andyhouſehold Gods ! his trade of War, 
His Bow and Quiver ; and his truſty Cur, 

hus, under heavy Arms, the Youth of Rome 


Their long laborious Marches overcome ; 


hearly their tedious Travels undergo : 
nd pitch their ſudden Camp before the Foe. 


Not ſo the Syythian Shepherd tends his Fold ; 
or he who bears in Thrace the bitter cold : 


D 3 No 
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- Nor he, who treads the bleak Meotian Strand ; 


Or where proud Ifer rouls his yeHow Sand. 

Early they ftall their Flocks and Herds ; for then 
No Graſs the Fields, no Leaves the Foreſts wear, 
The frozen Earth, lies buricd there, below 


"A hilly heap, ſeven Cubits deep 1n Snow : 


And all the Weſtern Sons of ſtormy Boreas blow. 


The Sun from far, peeps with'a ſickly face; 
Too weak the Clouds, and mighty Fogs to chace: 
When up the Skies, he ſhoots his roſie Head ; 
Or in the ruddy Ocean feeks his Bed. 

Swift Rivers, arc with ſudden Ice conſtrain'd ; 
And ſtudded Wheels are on its back ſuſtain'd. 
An Hoſtry now for Waggons ; which before 
Tall Ships of burthen, on its Boſom bore. 

The brazen Cauldrons, with the Froſt are flaw'd; 


The Garment, ſti with Ice, at Hearrhs is thaw" 


Wt ci 
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With Axes firſt they cleave the Wine; and thence 

By weight, the fold portions they diſpence. 

From Locks uncomb'd,a nd from the frozen Beard, 

Long Icicles' depend ; and crackling ſounds are 
heard. 

Mean time perpetual Sleet, and driving Snow, 


Obſcure the Skies, and hang on Herds below. 


The ſtarving Cattle periſh in their ſtalls ; 

Huge Oxen ſtand enclos'd in wintry walls 

Of Snow | congeaPd ; whole Herds are bury*d 
there 

Of mighty Stags, and ſcarce their Horns appear. 

The dextrous Huntſman wounds not theſe afar, 

With Shafts or Darts ; or makes a diſtant War, 


With Dogs; or pitches Toyls to ſtop their flight ; 


But cloſe engages in unequal fight. 


And while they ſtrive in vain to make their way 


Through hills of Snow, and pitifully bray ; 
D 4 Aſlaults 
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Afſaults with digt of Sword, or pointed Spears, 
And homeward, on his back, the |joyful burthe 
The Men to ſubterranean Caves retire ; (var 
Secure from cold ; and crowd the chearful fire : 
With Trunks of Elms and Oaks, the Hearth they 
load, 
| Nor tempt th? inclemency of Heayv'n abroad. 
Their joyial Nights, in frollicksand in play | 
They paſs, to drive the tedious Hours away. 
And their cold Stomachs with crown'd Goblets 
Of windy Cyder, and of barmy Beer. _ 
Such'are the cold Rypheaz Race ; and ſuch 
The ſavage Scythian, and unwarlick | Datch. 
Where Skins of Beaſts, the rude Barbarians wear ; 


The ſpoils of Foxes, and the furry Bear. 


Is wool thy care ? Lgt not thy Cattle go 


Wizere Buſhes are,where Burs and Thiſtles grow 
Nor 
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'or in too rank a paſture let *em feed :; 
n When of the pureſt white ſele&t thy Breed, 
v'n though a ſnowy Ram thou ſhalt behold, 
refer him not in baſte, for Husband to thy Fold. 
 Wut ſearch his Mouth ; and if a ſwarthy Tongue 


5 underneath his humid Pallat hung ; 
eject him, leſt he darken all the Flock ; 
ind ſubſtitute another from thy Stock, 
[was thus with Fleeces milky whute (if we 
Way truſt report,) Par God of Arcady 
Wd bribe thee Cyrrbiz ; nor didſt thou diſdain 
hen calPd in woody ſhades, to cure a Lover's 
pain. 


If Milk be thy deſign, with plenteous hand 
ring Clover-Graſs ; and trom the marſhy Land 


alt Herbage for the fodd'ring Rack provide; 
L 0 fill their Bags, and ſwell the milky Tide: 
Thele 
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Theſe raiſe their Thirſt, and to the Taſte reſtore 
The favour of the Salt, on-which they fed before. 


Some, when the Kids their Dams too deepli 
drain, 
With gags\and muzzles their ſoft mouths reſtrain, 
Their Morning Milk, the Peaſants preſs at Night 
Their Evening Meal, before the rifing Light 
To Market bear, or fparingly they ſteep 


With ſeas'ning Salt, and tor'd, for Winter keep. 


Nor laſt, forget thy faithful Dogs : but feed 
With fatning Whey the Maſtift*s - Generous 


bteed: 
And Spartan Race ; who for the Folds relief 
Wyl proſecute with Cries the Nightly Thief: 
Repulſe the prouling Woolf, and hold at Bay, 


The Mountain Robbers, ruſhing to the Prey. 
With 
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 WWith cries of Hounds, thou may*f purſue the fear 
Of flying Hares, and chace the fallow Deer ; 
Rouze from their deſart Dens, the brif'd rage 


Of Boars, and beamy Stags in toyls engage. 


With fmoak of burning Cedar ſcent thy walls : 


And fume with ftinking Galbanum thy Stalls : 

With that rank Odour from thy dwelling place 

To drive the Viper*s brood, and all the venom'd 
Race, 


For often under Stalls unmov?*d, they lye, 


Obſcure in ſhades, and ſhunning Heav®ns broad 
Eye, 
And Snakes, familiar, to the Hearth ſucceed, 


Diſcloſe their Eggs, and near the Chimny breed. 


Whether, to Roofy Houtcs they repair, 


Or Sun themſelves abroad in open Air, 
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In all/abodes of peftilential Kind, 

To Sheep and Oxen, and the {weating Hind. 
Take, Shepherd take, a plant of ftubborn Oak; 
And labour him with many a ſturdy ſtroke : 
Or with hard Stones, demoliſh from a far 

His haughty Creſt, the ſeat of all the War. 

' Invade his hiſſing Throat, and winding ſpires; 
Till ftretcht in length, th? unfolded Foe retires. 
He drags lus Tall ; and for his Head provides : 
And in ſome fecret cranny ſlowly glides ; 


But leaves expos'd to blows, his back-and bat- 


ter'd {ides. 


In fair Calabria's woods, a Snake is bred, 
With curling Creſt, and with advancing Head: 
Wavying he rolls, and makes a winding track ; 
His Belly ſpotted, burniſht is his back : 


# 


G4 
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Vhile Springs are broken, while the Southern Air 
ind dropping Heav?ns, the moyſten'd Earth 
repair, | | 
c lives on ſtanding Lakes, and trembling Bogs, 
\nd fills lus Maw with Fiſh, or with loquacious 
Frogs. 
But when, \n-muddy Pools, the water ſiaks ; 
ind the Chapt Earth is firrow'd ore with 
chinks ; | !; ht 
e leaves the Fens, and leaps upon the ground ; 
ind hifing, rowls his glaring Eyes around. 
ith Thirſt inflam'd, impatient of the heats, / 
c rages in the Fields, and. wide deſtruction 
threats, 
I let not Sleep, my cloſing Eyes invade, 
n open Plains, or in the ſecret Shade, 
Nhen he, renew'd in all the ſpeckÞPd pride 


ff pompous Youth, has caſt his ſlough aſide : 
And 
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And in his Summer Liv'ry rowls along : 
EreQ, and brandiſhing his forky Tongue, 
Leaving his Neſt, and his imperfe& Young ; 
And thoughtleſs of his Eggs, forgets to rear 
The hopes of Poyſon, for the following Year. 


The Cauſes and the Signs ſhall next be told, 
Of ev'ry Sickneſs that infetts the Fold. 
A ſcabby Tetter on their ing will ſtick, 
When the \raw Rain, an pierc'd. * em to the 
quick : | 
Or ſearching Frolts, have eaten chrough the skin, 
Or burning Icicles are lodg*d within: 
Or when the Fleece is ſhorn, if | ſweat remains 
Unwaſh'd, and ſoaks into their:empty veins : 
* When their defenſeleb Limbs, the Brambles tear 


Short of their Wool, and naked from the Sheer. i 
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| Good Shepherds aftes,ſheerings, drench theirs 
OT 1k. 
\nd theirF hksFarber(fore?d Fn hight pag, 
\wims down the ſtream,and plunges in the deep. 
They noiat their naked Limbs, wich mothertl 
Ols, | ih 
dr fromthe founts, where living Swlphuts boyl, 
hey mix.a Med'cine.t toment their Lambs ; 
ith Scum, that on the moltes/Silver ſwims. 
at Pitchy, and black Bitumen, add to. theſe ; 
dclides the waxen labour of the Bees; 
1 Hellphore, and Squzlls deep rooted .1n 
YXEas. 
Leceits abound ; bur ſearching all thy Store, 
he beſt is till at hand, to launch the Sore ; 
Ind cut the Head ; for till the Core be found,' 
be ſecret Vice is fed, and gathers ground. 


— - 
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While making fraitleſ; moi, the Shepherd ſtands 
And when the launchingKnife requires his hand | 
: yu! help with idle Prayers from Heay? n & 4 
Deep in their Bones, when Feavers fix their ſeat 
And rack their Limbs ; and lick the vital htat: 
The ready: Cure to cool the raging pair; 

Is underneath the Foot to breathe a Veiti;” / 
This Remedy the Sy#hids Shepherds found ; 
Th' Inhabitants of Thracie's hilly ground' - 
And Gelons pie it ; when for Drink and Food 
They mix their cruddl'd Milk with Horſes Blool 


But where thou ſeeſt a ſingle Sheep remain 
In ſhades aloof, or coucl'd upon the Plain ; 
Or liſtleſly to crop the tender Graſs; - - ---- 
Or late to lag behind, with truant pace ; -* 


j 


Revenge 
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Revenge the Crime; and take the Traytor's head, 
re in the faultleſs Flock the dire Contagion 
({pread, 
On Winter Seas we fewer Storms behold, 
han foul Diſeaſes that infe& the Fold. 
ſor do thoſe Ills, on ſingle Bodies prey ; 
ut oft'ner bring the Nation to decay ; 
nd ſweep the preſent Stock, and future 
(Hope away. 
A Dire Example of this Truth appears; 
Vhen, after ſuch a Length of rowling Years, 
eſee the Naked Alps, and Thin Remains 
 ſcatter'd Cotts, atid yet UnpeopPd Plains: 
nce filPd with Grazing Flocks, the Shepherds 
(Happy Reigns. 
Here from the vicious Air, and ſickly Skies, 


Plague did on the dumb Creation rife : 


1B During 


The FOURTH P AR 


50 
During th Autumnal Heats, th' InfefeRtion grey 
Tame Cattle, and the Beaſts of Nature ſlew, 
Poysning the Standing Lakes ; and Pools Impure: 
- Nor was the.foodful Graf in Fields ſecure. _ 
Strange Death ! For when the thirſty Fire had 


drunk 
Their vitalBlood,and the dry Nerves, were ſhrunk; 
When the contracted Limbs were cramp'd, ev'n 
then - 
A watriſh Humour ſwell'd and ooz'd again : 
Converting into Bane the kindly Juice, 
Ordain'd by Nature for a better ule. | 
The Victim Ox, that was for Altars prelſt, (reſt 
Trim'd with white Ribbons, and with Garlands 
Sunk of himſelf, without the Gods Command : 
Preventing the ſlow Sacrificer's Hand. 
Or, by the holy Butcher, if he fell, 
Tt'InſpeSted Eatrails, cou'd no Fates Foretel. 
Nor, 
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or, laid on Altars, did pure Flames ariſe ; 
ut Clouds of ſmouldring Smoke, forbad the Sas 
crifiCe., | 
arcely the: Knife was redden'd with his Gore, 
Ir the Black Poyſon ſtain'd the ſandy ' floor, 
he thriven Calves in; Meads their Food forlake 
ad render. their {weet Souls before the pleQs 


teous. Rack. 


he fawning Dog runs mad ; the wheafing Swing 


ith Coughs is choak'd ; and labours from the 
Chune ; | 
he Victor Horſe, forgetful of his Food, 
he Palm renounces, and abhors the Flood, 
Je paws the Ground, and on tus hanging ears 
\ doubtful Sweat in clammy drops appears : 
arch'd is his Hide, and rugged are his Hairs. 
uch are the Symptoms of the young Diſcaſe ; 
in Time's proceſs, when his pains encreaſe, 
E 2 He 
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He rouls his. mourntul Eyes, he deeply groans 
With patient ſobbing, and with manly Moans, 
He heaves for Breath : which, from his Lungs 


lupply'd, 
And fetchi'd from far, diſtends his lab'ring ſide. 
To his rough Palat, his dry Tongue ſucceeds ; 
And roapy Gore, he from his N oltrils bleeds. 
A Drench of Wine has with ſucceſs been ug'd ; 
And through a Horn, the generous Juice infus'd: 
Which timely taken op'd his cloſing Jaws ; 
But, if too late, the Patient's death did cauſe. 
For the too vig*rous Doſe, too fiercely wrought; 
And added Fury to the Strength it brought. 
Reeruited. into Rage, he grinds his Teeth 
In his own Fleſh, and feeds approaching Death, 
Ye Gods, to better Fate, good Men diſpole ; 
And turn that Impious Errour on our Foes ! 
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' The Steer, who tothe Yoke was bred to bow, 
Studious of Tillage ; and the crooked Plough) 
Falls down and dies; and dying ſpews a Flood 
Of foamy Madneſs, mix'd with clotted Blood. 
he Clown, who curſing Providence repines, 
is Mournful Fellow from the Team disjoyns : 
ith many a groan, forſakes his fruitleſs care; 


\nd in tl unfiniſhd Furrow, leaves the Share. 


he pineing Steer, no Shades of lofty Woods, 
or floury Meads can eaſe ; nor Cryſtal floods 
Roul'd from theRock ; His flabbyÞFlanks decreaſe; 


is Eyes are ſettled in a ſtupid peace. 

is bulk-too weighty for his Thighs is grown; 
nd Iis unweildy Neck, hangs drooping down. 
ow what avails his well-deſerving Toyl 

9 turn the Glebe ; or ſmooth the rugged Soyl! 
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During th* Autumnal Heats, th? InfefeQtion grey, 
Tame Cattle, and the Beaſts of Nature flew. 

Poys ning the Standing Lakes ; and Pools Impure; 
Nor was the. foodful Graſs 1n Fields ſecure, _ 
Strange Death ! For when the thirſty Fire had 


.. drunk 
Their vitalBlood,and.the dryNerves,were ſhrunk; 
} When the contratted Limbs were cramp'd, evn 
| then 
. A watriſh Humour fi ell'd and ooz'd again : 


Converting into Bane the kindly Juice, 

Ordain'd by Nature for a better ule. | 

The Vi&tim Ox, that was for Altars prelt, reſt 

Trim'd with white Ribbons, and with Garlands 

Sunk of himſelf, without the Gods Command : 

Preventing the ſlow Sacrificer's Hand. 

Or, by the holy Butcher, if he fell, 

Th'Inſpeted Entrails, cou'd no F ates Foretel, 
Nor, 
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Nor, laid on Aars d&d pure Flames wiſe; - 
But Clouds of {mouldring _ forbad the Sas 
crifiee..- . 
Scarcely the Knife was redden'd with. his Gore, 
r the Black Poyſon ſtain'd the ſandy ' floor, 
he thriven Calves in; Meads their Food forfake 
ad render their fweet-: Souls before the plegs 
| counRck 2 £91 
he fawriing Dog runs mad ; the wheafing Swine 
ith Coughs is choak'd ; and labours from the 
Chine ; | 
he Victor Horſe, forgetful of his Food, 
he Palm renounces, and abhors the Flood, 
He paws the Ground, and on his hanging ears 
\ doubtful Swear in clammy drops appears : 
ach'd is his Hide, and rugged are his: Hairs. 
Pct are the Symptoms of the young Diſeaſe ; 
put in Time's proceſs, when his pains encreaſe, 
E 2 He 
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And yet he never ſupt in ſolemn State, 

Nor undige(ted Feaſts did urge his Fate ; 
Nor Day,' to Night, 'luxuriouſly did joyn ; 
Nor ſurfeited on rich Campanian Wine. 
Simple his Beverage ; homely was. his Food, 
The wholeſom Herbage, and the running Flood; 
No dreadful Dreams awak'd him with affright; 
His Paigs' by Day, ſecur'd his Reſt by Night. 


*T was then that Buffolo's, ill pair'd, were ſeen. 
To draw the Carr.of Fove's Imperial Queen || 
For want of Oxen ; and the lab'ring Swain Wt 
Scratch'd with a Rake, a Furrow for his Grain ; 
And cover'd with his hand, the ſhallow Seed, [ 
\ ,- | again. 
He Yokes'himſelf, and up the Hilly height, 
- With his own Shoulders, draws the Wagga 


weight. 
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The niches Woolf, that round th' Encloſure 
prouPd 

To leap the Fence; now plots not on the Fold, 

Tam'd with a "ſharper Pain. The fearful Doe 

And flying Stag, amidlt the Grey-Hounds | go: 

And round the Dwellings roam of Man, their 
| hiercer Foe. 

The ſcaly Nations of the Sea profound, 

Like Shipwreck'd Caicaſſes are driv*n aground: 

And mighty Sea-Calves, never ſeen before 


Ih ſhallow Streams, are ſtranded on the ſhore. 


| The Viper dead, within her Hole is found : 
| Defenceleſs was the ſhelter of the ground. 
e water-Snake, whom Fiſh and Paddocks fed, 
Vith ſtaring Scales lies poyſon'd in his Bed : 


E 4 
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'To Birds their Native Heav*ns contagious prove, 
From Clouds they fall, and leave their Souls 
bove. 


Beſides, to change their Paſture *tis in yain; 
Or truſt to Phyſick ; Phyſick is their Bane, 
The Learned Leaches in deſpair depart : 
And ſhake their Heads, deſponding of their Art, 


 Tifphon?, let looſe from under ground, 
Majeſtically pale, now treads the round :; 
Befare her drives Diſcaſes, and afright 


And eyery moment riſes to the light : 

Aſpiring tothe SKIES 3 encroaching on the light) 

The Rivers and their Banks, and Hills around, 

With lowings, and with dying bleats reſound, 

At length, ſhe Rrikes an Univerſal blow ; 

To Deach at once, whole Herds of Cattle go! 
Sheer 
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Shes p, Oxen, Horſes fall ; and, heap'd on-high; 
ſhe diff*ring Species in Confuſion lie, 

ill warn'd by frequent ills, the way they found, 


0 lodge their loathſom Carrion, underground, 
For, uſeleſs to the Currier were their Hides : 
Nor cou'd their tainted Fleſh, with Ocean'Tides 
Be freed from filth ; nor cou'd Pulcanian flame 
The Stench aboliſh ; or the Savour tame. 


Nor ſafely cou'd they ſhear ther fleecy ſtore ; i 

(Made drunk with poyſonous juice, and ſtiff with 
gore : 4 

Or touch the Web :. But if the Veſt they wy | 

Red Bliſters riſing on their Paps.appear.; 


And flaming Carbuncles ; and notlom Sweat, 7 

And clammy Dews, that loathſom Lice beget 

Till the flow creeping Evil eats his way, 

Conſumes the parching Limbs ; and makes the 
Life his prey, 
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Fhereal fweets ſhall next my Muſe engage, 
3 And this; | Mecenes, claims your Patronage, 
Of little Creatures wondrous Afts I treat, 

The Ranks, '*nd mighty Leaders of their Kan] 
TheirLaws,Entployments,and theirWars relate. 

| A 
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a crifling Theam provokes my Homble Lays, 
Trifling the Theam, not ſo the Poet's Praiſe: 
If Great Apollo, and the Tuneful Nine 

bin in the Piece, to make the Work Divine. 


Firſt, for your Bees a proper Station find, 
That's fenc'd about, and ſhelter*d from the. Wind; 
For Winds divert ?ern in their Flight, and drive 
8 The Swarms, when loaden homeward, from their 

Hive, Br” 
NorSheep,norGoats,muſt paſture near their Stores, 
Totrample under foot the ſpringing Flowers ; 
Nor frisking Heifers bound about the place, 
To ſpurn the Dew-drops off, and bruiſe I 

Graf: 
Nor muſt the Lizzards painted Brood appear, 
Nor W, ood-pecks, nor the Swallow harbour near. 


Theſe 


. 60  - Th FOURTH PAR T 


Theſe waſte the Swarms, and as they flye along 
Convey the tender Morſels to their Young, 
| i (Mo 
Let purling Streams, and Fountains edg'd wit 
And ſhallow Rills run trickling through theGr: 
Let Branching Olives o'er the Fountain grow, 

* Or Palms ſhoot up, and ſhade the Streams beloy: 
Thiat when the Youth, led by their Princes, ſhun 
The Crowded Hive, and ſport it in the Sun, 
Refreſhing Springs may tempt *em from the Heat, 
And ſhady Coverts yield a Cool Retreat, 

Whether the Neighbouring Water ſtands «i 
__ any -Fl 
Lay Twags acroſs, and Bridge it o're withStones; 
That if rough Storms, or ſudden Blaſts of Wind 
Shau'd Dip, or ſcatter thoſe that lag behind, 


Here 
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ere they may ſettle on the Friendly Stone, 


\nd Dry their reeking Pinions at the Sun. + 
ant all the Aowry Banks with Levender, 
ith ſtore of Saw'ry ſcent the fragrant Air, 
t running Betony the Field o'reſpread, 
ind Fountains ſoak the Y/7lets Dewy Bed. 


Tho Barks, or plaited W;llows make your Hive, 


\ narrow Inlet to their Cells Contrive ; 


'or Colds congele and freeze the Liquors up, 

\nd, melted down with Heat, the Waxen Build» 

ings drop. 

The Bees, of both Extreams alike afraid, 

Their Wax around the whiſtling Crannys ſpread, 

ind ſuck out clammy Dews from Herbs and 
Flow'rs, | 

To Smear the Chinks, and Plaiſter up the Pores, 


For 
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For this they -hoard upGlew, whoſe clinging PRs: 
Like Pitch, or Birdlime, hang in ftringy Ropes, 
They oft, *is laid; in dark Retirements dwell, 
And work in ſubterraneous Caves their Cell; 
At other times th? Induftrious InſeQs live 

In hollow Rocks, or make a Tree their Hive. 


Point all their chinky Lodgings round with 
Mud, | 
Andleaves muſt thinly on your Work be ſtrow'd; 
But let no baleful Eugh-Tree flouriſh near, 
Nor rotten Marſhes ſend out ſteams of Mire ; 
Nor burning#Crabs grow red, and crackie "| 


the Fire. 
| 


Nar Neighb*ring Caves return the dying ſound, 
Nor Ecchoing Rocks the doubl'd voice rebound, il © 
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Night, | cy 


\nd Summer here deſcends in {ireams of Light,( 
he Bees thro'MWoods and Forreſts take their flight. | 
hey rifle eviry Flow'r, and lightly skim 


he Chryſtal Brook, and ſip the runnung ſtream ; 

nd thus they teed their Young with ſtrange de- 
light, 

nd knead the yielding Wax, and work the ſlimy 


{weet. 


ut when on high, you ſce the Bees repair, 
Orn on the Winds thro? diſtant traQts of Air, 
d view the winged Cloud all blackning irom 


afar; 


hile ſhady Coverts, and freſh Streams they, 
chuſe, 


ifoil and common Honey-ſuckles bruiſe, | 


nd ſprinkle on their Hives the fragrant juice. 
On 
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On Brazen Veſſels beke a tinckling ſcund, 
And ſhake the Cymbals of the Goddeſs round; 
Then all will haſtily retreat, and fill 

'The warm reſounding Hollow of their Cell, 


If &te rwo Rival Kings their Right debate, 

And FaQtions and Cabals embroil the State, 

The Peoples ACtions will their Thoughts declare; 

All their Hearts tremble, and beat thick with 
War; 

Hoarſe broken ſounds, like Trumpets harſh Al. 
larms, 

Run through the Hive,and call *em to their Arms 

All in ine ſpread their ſhiv\ring Wings, 

And fit their Claws, and point their angry Stings: 

' InCrowds before the King's Pavilion meet, 


And boldly challenge out the Foe to fight : 
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At laſt, when all the Heav*ns are warm and fair, x 


hey ruſh together out, and join; the Air .£ 
Swarms thick, and Eccho's with the Humming 
\[lin a firm round Cluſter mix, and ſtrow 

ith Heaps of little Corps, the Earth below ; 


s thick as Hail-ſtones from the Floor rebound, 
Or ſhaken Acorns rattle on the ground. 
No ſence of Danger can their Kings Controul, 
7 heir little Bodies lodge a mighty Soul : 
ach obitinate in Arms, purſues his Blow, 
ill ſhameful Flight ſecures the routed Foe. 
his hot Diſpure, and all this mighty Fray, 


\ lictle Duſt ung upward will allay. 


But when borh Kings are ſertPd in their Have, 
ark him who looks the worſt, and leſt he live 
dle at home in Eaſe and Luxury, 


| he Lazy Monarch muſt be Doom'd to Die ; 
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So let the Royal Inſeft rule alone, 
| And Reign without a Rival in his Throne. 


— Ti Kings are different ; one of better Note 
All ſpe& with Gold, and many a {hining o 
Looks Gay, and Gliſtens in a Gilded Coat ; 

But love of Eaſe, and Sloth 1n One prevails, 

That ſcarce his Hanging Paunch behind him 
trails?" 

The Peoples Looks are different as their King's, 

Some Sparkle Bright, and Glitter in their Wings; 

Others look Loathſom and diſcas'd with Sloth, 


Like a faint Traveller whoſe duſty mouth 


Grows dry with Heat,and ſpits a maukiſh Froth. 
The firſt are Beſt | 

From their o'reflowing Combs, you'll often preſs 
Pure luſcious Sweets, that mingling in the Glaſs, 
Corre&t the Harſhneſs of the Racy Juice, 

And a rich Flavour through the Wane ditfuſe. 


NJ But 


' of MISCELLANY POEMS. 65 


— 


But when they ſport abroad,and rove from home, 

ad leave the cooling Hive, and quit tluokaiſh'd 
Comb; "3: 0 

Their Airy Ramblings are with eaſe confin'd, 

Clip their King's Wings,and if They ſtay behind, 

No bold Uſurper dares Invade their Right, 

Nor ſound a March, nor give the Sign for F light, 

Let flow'ry Banks entice *em to their Cells, 

And Gardens all Perfunvd with Native Smells ; 

Where Carv*d Priapes has his fix?d, abode, 

The Robber's Terrour, and the Scare-crow God. 

Wild 7 ;zze and Pine-Trees from their Barren Hill 

Tranſplant, and nurfc *em 1n the Neighbouring 
Soil, | 

Xt Fruit- Trees round, nor e're indulge thy Sloth, 


But Water *em, and urge their ſhady Growth, 


F 2 And 
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And here, perhaps, were notI giving o're, 
And ftriking Sail, and making to the Store, 
I'de ſhew what Art the Gard'ners Toils requi 
Why Rofy Peſtam Bluſhes twice a year ; 
What Streams the verdant Sutcory ſuppl Y, 

And how the Thirſty Plant drinks Rivers dry ; 
What with a chearful Green does Parſley grace, 
And writhes the bellying Cacemer along the twi 


ed Graſs ; 
Nor wou'd I paſs the ſoft Acanthas ore, 


Ivy nor Myrtle-T rees that love the Shore ; 
Nor Daffadils, that late from Earth's ſlow Womb 


Unrumple their {woln Buds, and ſhew their 
| (low Bloon 


For onee I faw in the Tarentine Vale, 
Where ſlow Galeſas drencht the waſby Soil, 
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Anold Corician Yeoman, who had got 
few neglefted Acres to his Lot, 
Vhere neither Corn nor Paſture grac'd the Field, 
] 'or wou'd the Vine her Purple Harvelt yield ; 
| it fav'ry Herbs among the Thorns were found, 
ervain and Poppy-flowers his Garden crown? , 
ng drooping Le//zes whiten'd all the ground. 
leſt with theſe Riches he cou'd Empires ſlight, 
nd when he reſted from his Toils at Night, 
he Earth unpurchaſt Dainties wou'd afford, 
nd Is own Garden furniſh out his Board : 


he Spring did firit his op*ning Roſes blow, 
Firlt ripening Autumn beat his fruitful Bough, 


hen piercing Colds had burſt the brittle Stone, 
ind freezing Rivers ſtiffen'd as they run, 
He then wou'd prune the tender'ſt of his 'T rees, 
hide the late Spring , and lingring Weſtern 


breeze : 


F 3 His 
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His Bees firſt ſwarm'd, and made his Veſſels fou 
With the rich ſqueezings of the juicy Comb. 
Here Lindons and the ſappy P.ze increas't ; 
Here,when gay Flow'rs his ſmiling Orchard dref 
As many Bloſſoms as the Spring cou'd ſhow, 
So many dangling Apples mellow'd on the Boug 

In Rows his Elms and knotty Pear-trees bloom, 
And Thorns ennobled now to bear a Plumb. 
And ſpreading Plane-trees, where ſupinely laid 
He now enjoys the Cool, and quafts beneath th 

Shade. 
But theſe for want of room I muſt omit, 


And leave for future Poets to recite. 


Now T'll proceed their Natures to declare, 
Which Jove himſelf did on the Bees confer; 


Becauk 
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Becauſe, invited by the TimbrePs ſound, 
Lodg'd ina Cave th* Almighty Babe they found, 
And the young God nurſt kindly under ground. 


Of all the wing'd Inhabitants of Air, 
Theſe only make their young the Publick Care; 
in well diſpos'd Societies they Live, 
And Laws, and Statutes regulate their Hive ; 
Nor itray, like others, unconfin'd abroad, 
But know ſet Stations, and a fix'd Aboad : 
Each proyident of Cold, in Summer flies 
Through Fields, and Woods, to ſcek for new 
_ Supplies, 
And in the common Stock unlades his Thighs. 
Some watch the Food, ſome in the Meadows ply, 


Taſte ev'ry Bud, and fuck each Bloſſom dry ; 
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Whulſt others, lab'ring in their Cells at home, 
Temper Narciſſas's clammy Tears with Gum, 
For the firſt Ground-work of the Golden Comb; 
On this they found their Waxen Works, and rail 
The Yellow Fabrick on its Glewy Baſe. 

| Some Educate the Young, or hatch the Seed 


With vital warmth, and future Nations breed; 
Whillt others thicken all the ſlimy Dews, 
And into-pureſt Honey Work the Juice ; 

Then fill the Hollows of the Comb, and ſivell 
With luſcious Near, ev*ry flowing Cell. 


By turns they Watch, by turns with curious ky 


Survey the Heav?as,and ſearch the clouded Skies 

To find out breeding Storms,and tell —_ 7 
peſts riſe. | 

B; turns they caſe the loaden Swarms, or drive 

The Drone, a Lazy Inlett, from their Hive, 


The 
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The Work is warmly ply*d through all the Cells, 
\ And ſtrong with Time the new-made Honey 


, ___ (mells. 
MM 5So in their Caves the brawny Crelops {wear, 
When with huge ſtrokes the ſtubborn Wedge 
they bear, | 
And All th? unſhapen Thunder-Bolt compleat ; 
Alternately theur Hammers riſe and fall; 
Whilſt Griping Tongs turn round the Glow. 
ing Ball ; : 
With puffing Bellows ſome the Flames increaſe, 
And ſome in Waters dip the hizzing Maſs ; 
Their beaten Anvils dreadfully reſound, - 


And Fitng ſhakes all o're, and Thunders under <7 
(Ground, 


hus,if great Things we may with ſmall com- 
pare, 
The buſic Syarms their diff'rent Labours ſhare. 
Delire 
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| Deſire of Profit urges all Degrees ; 

The Aged Inſects, by experience Wiſe, 
Attend the Comb, and faſhion ev'ry part, 


And Shape the Waxen Fret-work out with Art: 


The young at Night, returning from their Toils 

Bring home their Thighs clog'd with the Me: 
dows Spolls. 

On Lav »nter, and Saffron Buds they feed, 


On Bending Ofeers, and the Balmy Reed, 
From purple Violets and the Tejle, they bring 


[i:cir gather*d Sweets, and Rifle all the Spring, 


All Work together, ail together Reſt, 
The Morning ſtill renews their Labours paſt ; 
Then all ruſh out, their diff*rent Tasks purſue, 


Sit on the Bloom, and ſuck the ripening a - 


Aga 
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Again when Ev*ning warns *em to their Home, 
With weary Wings, and heavy Thighs they come, 
And crowd about the Chunk, and mix a Drow-{ 


ſic Humm. 


MW foto their Cells at length they gently creep, 
+ There all the Night their peaceful Station keep, 
Wrapt up4n Silence, and Diſſoly*d in Sleep. 


None range abroad when Winds or Storms are 
nigh, 
Nor truſt their Bodies to a faithleſs Sky, 
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But make ſmall journeys, with a careful Wing, CY 


And Fly to Water at a neighÞb'ring Spring ; 
And leſt their Airy Bodys ſhou'd be caſt 

In reſtleſs Whirls, the ſport of ev*ry Blaſt, 
They carry Stones to Poiſe *em in their Flight, 
As Ballaſt keeps th' unſteady Vellel right. 


But 
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1 Pit 
| But of all Cuſtoms that the Bees can boaſt, 

"Tis this may challenge Admiration moſt ; 

That none will Hhmer's ſofter Joys approve, 


. Nor waſte their Spirits in Luxurious Love, 


4 But All a long Virginity maintain, 
® * And bring forth Young without a Mother's Pain: 
From Herbs and Flow'rs they pick each tend 
And cull from Plants a Buzzing Progeny ; (is 
' From theſe they chuſe out Subjefts, and Create 
A little Monarch of the Riſi ng State ; 
Then Build Wax-Kingdoms for the Infant Prince, 


And form a Palace for his Reſidence, 


\ 


OnFlints they tear their ſilken Wings, or lye - 


Bur ofxen in their Journeys, as they flye, 
Grov'ling beneath their flowry Load, and dye. 


Thus 
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Thus love of Honey can an InfeCt fire, 
And ina Fly fuch gen'rous Thoughts inſpire. 


Yet by re-peopling their Decaying State, 
Tho? ſev'n ſhort Springs conclude their vital date, 


Their Ancient Stocks Eternally remain, 
And, in an Endleſs Race, the Childrens Children 
Reign. 


No Proſtrate Vaſſal of the Eaſt can more 
With laviſh Fear his haughty Prince adore ; 
His life unites ?em-all, but when He dies, 
All in loud Tumults and DiſtraQions riſe; + 
They waſte their Honey, and their Combs deface, 
And wild Confuſion reigns in every place. 
Him all admire, all the Great Guargign.own, *1 
And crowd about his Courts, and buz about tus 
Throne. » | ST 3002 039-1917 
al ad 4#1: bei. 
Oft 
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Oft on their backs their weary Prince they "ay 
oft ia his Cauſe EmbattÞd in the Air, 
Purſue a Glorious Death, in Wounds and War. 

« Soine from ſuch Inſtances as theſe have taught 
&« The Bees Extra& is Heay*nly ; for they though 
« The Univerſe alive ; and that a Soul 
* Diffus'd throughout the Matter of the whole, WW 
* Toall the vaſt unbounded Frame was giv'n, 
« And ran through Earth, and Air, and Sea, and 

| all the Deepof Heav'n; 

P That This firſt kindled Life in Man and Beaſt 
« Life that agen flows into This at laſt ; 
* That no compounded Animal cou'd die, 
© But when diſloly'd, the Spirit mounted high, 
« Dwelt ina Star, and ſettPd in the Skye. 


When-eretheir balmy Sweets you mean to ſeizs, 


And take the kquid Labours of the Bees, 
Spun 
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pitt Draughts of Water from your Mouth, and 


drive 


lathſom Cloud of Smoke amidſt their Hive. 


Twice in the Year their Flowr?y toils begin, 


nd twice they fetch their Dewy Harveſt in ; 


Ince when the lovely Pleiades arile, 


nd add freſh Luſtre to the Summer Skies ; 


nd once when ha{Pning from the Watry Sign 


hey quit their Station, and forbear to Shine, 


The Bees are prone to rage, and often found 
0Periſh for Revenge,and die upon the Wound, 


ner venony'd Sting produces akeing Pains, 


d/wells the Fleſh, and ſboots among the Veins, 


When firſt a cold hard Winter's Storms arrive 
d threaten Death, or Famineto their Hive, 
If 
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If now their ſinking State and low Affairs 
Can move your Pity, and provoke your Care, 
Freſh burning Time before their Cells convey, 


And cut their dry and Husky Wax away ; 
For often Lizzards ſeize the luſcious Spoils, 


Or Drones that Riot on another*s Toils : 

Oft Broods of Moths infeſt the hungry Swarms, 
And oft the furious Waſp their Hive Alarm 
With louder Humms, and with unequal Arms; 
Or elſe the Spider at their Entrance ſets 


Her Snares, and ſpins her Bowels into Nets. 


When Sickneſs reigns (tor they as well as v 


Feel all th EffeCts of frail Mortality) 
By certain Marks the new Diſeaſe 1s ſeen, 


| Their Colour changes, and their Looks are thi 
Their Fur'ral Rites are form'd, and ev'ry Be 


With Grief attends the fad Solemmty ; 
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ie few Diſeas'd ſurvivors, hang before 
ir ſickly Cells, and droop about the door, 
Yr lowly in their Hives their Lambs unfold, 
hrunk up with Hunger,and benum'd with Cold; 
1 drawling hums, the feeble InſeQs grieve, 
| doleful buzzes ecchoe through the Hive, 
ike Winds that ſoftly murmur thro? the Trees, 
ke Flames pent up, or like retiring Seas. 
ow lay freſh Honey near their empty Rooms, ; 
Troughs of hollow Reeds, whilſt frying. 
Gums 
ſt round a fragrant Miſt of ſpicy Fumes. 
Ius kindly tempt the famiſht Swarm to cat, 
d gently reconcile *em to their Meat. 
Ix Juice of Galls, and Wine, that grow in time 
ondens'd by Fire, and thicken to a Slime 
0 theſe dry*d Roſes, Tyme and C entry join, 
nd Rasſins ripn'd on- the P/thian Y ine. 
G Belides 
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 Beſidesthere grows a Flow'r in Marſhy Groun: 
Its Name Amelles, eaſie to be tound ; 
A mighty Spring works in its Rats, and cleave 
| The ſprouting Stalk, and ſhews it ſelf in Leave; 
The Flow'r it ſelf is of a Golden hue, 


The Leaves inclining toa darker Blue; 
The Leaves ſhoot thick aboyt the Flow'r, a 
Into a Buſh, and ſhade the Turf below ; (59 


The Plant in holy Garlands often twines 

The Altars Poſts, and beautifies the Shrines; 
Its Taſte is ſharp, in Vales new-ſhorn it grows 
Where Mella's Stream in watry Mazes flows. 
Take plenty of its Roots, and boil *em well 


In Wine, and heap *em up before the Cell. 


But if the whole Stock fail, and none ſurvie 
To raiſe new People, and recruit the Hive ; 
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lg here the oreat Experiment declare, 

That ſpread th* Arcadian Shepherd's Name fo far, 
ow Bees from Blood of ſJaughter'd Bulls have 
fled, , 

nd Swarms amidſt the Red Corruption bred. 


For where tl' Egyptians yearly ſee their bounds 
&efreſht with floods,and fail about their grounds, 


ere Perſiz borders, and the rolling Nile 
Yrives ſwiftly down the ſwarthy Indians ſoil, 
[ill into ſev?n-it multiplies its Stream, 


Ind fattens Egypt with a fruitful Slime. 


In this laſt PraRtice all their Hope remains, 


ind long Experience juſtifies their Pains. 


Firſt then a cloſe contrated ſpace of Ground, 
"ith ſtreighta'd Walls and low-built Root they 
bound ; G 2 A 
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A narrow ſhelying Light is next aſſign'd 
\ To all the Quarters, one to. every Wind; * 
Through theſe the glancing Raysobliquely pier 
Hither they lead a Bull that's young and fierce, 
When two-years growth of Horn he proudly ſho 
And ſhakes the comely terrours of his Brows: 
His Noſe and Mouth, the Avenues of Breath, 
They muzzle up, and beat his Limbsto death; 
With violence to life, and ſtifling pain 
He flings and ſpurns, and trys to ſnort in vain, 
Loud heavy Mows tall thick on ev*ry fide, | 
Till his bruis'd Bowels burſt within the Hide. 
When dead,they leave him Rotting on the Groung 
With Branches, Tyme and Cafſia ſtrow*d around. 
All this is done when firſt the Weſtern Breeze 
Becaims the Year, and {mooths the troubPd Seas; 
Before the Chatt'ring Swallow builds her Nett, 
Or Fields 1n Spring*s Embroidery are drelt. 


——_— 
l— 


G——_— 
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can while the tainted Juice ferments within, 
\nd Quickens as it works : And now are ſeen 
\ wondrous Swarm,that ore the Carcaſs crawls, 
) ſhapeleſs, rude, unfiniſht Animals. 
lo Legs at firſt the Inſefts weight ſuſtain, 
t length it moves its new-made Limbs with pain; 
ow ſtrikes the Air with quiv*ring Wings, and 


trys 
o lift its: Body up, and learns to riſe ; 


(ow bending Thighs and gilded Wings it 


wears 
ull grown, and All the Bee at length appears; 
rom every {ide the fruitful Carcaſs pours 

5 {warming Brood,as thick as Summer-ſhow?rs, 
Jr flights of Arrows from the Parthian Bows, 


hen twanging Strings firſt ſhoot *em on the 


Foes. 
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Thus have I {ung the Nature of the Bee ; 
Whilſt C2/ar, towring to Divinity, 
The frighted Indiavs with his Thunder aw'd, 
And claim*dtheir Homage,and Commenc't.a Gut 
T Gouriſht all the while in Arts of Peace, 
xctir'd and ſhelter'd in Inglorious Eaſe: 


I who before the Songs of Shepherds made, 


When gay and young my Rural Lays I play'p ( 


And ſet my Tiras beneath his Shade. 
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O 


or Godfrey Keller. 


By Mr. DRYDEN. 


[1 Nce I beheld the faireſt of her Kind; 
(And ſtill the ſweet Idea charmsmyMind:) 


ruc ſhe was tumb; for Nature gaz'd fo long, 
lasd with her work,that ſhe forgot her Tongue: 
t, \miling, ſaid, She ſtill ſhall gain the Prize; 
only have |transferr*d it to her Eyes. 
uch are thy PiQtures, Keller. Such thy Skul, * 
hat Nature ſeems obedient to thy Will: . 
G 4 - Comes 
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Comes out, and meets thy Pencil in the draugh 


Lives there, and wants but words to ſpeak hy 


thought, 
At leaſt thy Pictures look a Voice ; and we 
Imagine ſounds, deceiy'd to'that degree, 


We think *ris ſomewhat more than juſt to ſee. 


Shadows are but privations of the Light, 
Yet when we walk, they ſhoot before the Sight; 
With us approach, retire, ariſe and fall ; 
Nothing themſelyes, and yet expreſſing all, 
Such are thy Pieces ; imitating Life 
9O near, they almoſt conquer*d in the ſtrite ; 
And from their animated Canvaſs came, 
Demanding Souls ; and looſen'd from the Fran, 


Prometheus, were he hers, wou'd cait away 
His Adam, and refuſe a Soul to Clay ; 
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Wand cither wou'd thy Noble Work Inſpire ; 
Jr think it warm enough, without hus Fire. 


But vulgar Hands, may vulgar Likeneſs raiſe, 
his is the leaſt Attendant on thy Praiſe; - 


From hence the Rudiments of Art began ; ; 
| Coal, or Chalk, firſt imitated Man ; 


Perhaps, the Shadow taken ona Wall, 


Gave out-lines to the rude Original : 


Ot blended Colours found their uſe and place : 


E're Canvaſs yet was ſtrain'd ; before the Grace : 
Or Cypreſs Tablets, firſt receiv'd a Face. 


By ſlow degrees, the Godlike Art advancid ; 

Man grew poliſh'd, Picture was inhanc'd ; 
Greece added poiture, ſhade, and perſpective j 
\nd then the Mimick Piece began to Live, 
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; Yet perſpeftive was lame ; no diſtance true; 
But all came farward in one common view : 
No point of Light was known, no bounds of Art; 
When Light was there, it knew not to depart: 
But glaring on remoter Objects play'd ; 
Not languiſh'd, and inſcaſibly decay'd, 


Rome rais'd not Art, but barely kept alive ; 

And with Old Greece, uncqually did {trive : 
Till Goths and V axdats, a rude Northern Race, 

Did all the matchleſs Monuments deface. 

Then all the Muſes in one ruine lye; 

And Rhyme began renervate Poetry. 

Thus in a {tupid Military State, 

The Pen and Pencil find an cqual Fate. 

Flat Faces, ſuchas wop'd diſgrace a Skreen, 


| Such as in Bawtam?s Embally were ſen, 


Unrais'd, 
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nrais'd, unrounded, were the rude delight 
"»f Brutal Nations, only born to Fight. 


Long time the Siſter Arts, in Iron ſleep, 
heavy Sabbath did ſupinely keep ; 
\t length, in Raphael's Age, at once they riſe ; 
Stretch all their Limbs, and opea all their Eyes. 


Thence roſe the Roman, and the Lombard Line ; 
ne colour?d beſt, and one did beſt deſign. 
RepheePs like Homer's, was the Nobler part ; 

But Titians Painting, look*d like Virgit's Art: ; 

Thy Genius gives thee both ; where true deſign, 
oſtures unforc'd, and lively Colours joyn. 
ikeneſs is ever there ; bur till the beſt, 
ike proper Thoughts in lofty Language dreft. 


Where 
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| Where Light to Shades deſcending, plays, nx 
ſtrives ; 


Dyes by degrees, and by degrees revives. - 


Of various partsa perfe&t whole is wrought - 
*D Thy Pictures think,and we Divine their Thoug! 


» She * Shakeſpear thy Gift, I place before my ſight; 


ts Pti- a 


drawn . 4 . 
bog With awe, I ask his Blefſing c're I write ; 


given 10 LY 0 EY | by PR 
Author, With Reverence look on his Majeſtick Face ; 


Proud to be leſs ; but of his Godlike Race. 
His Soul Inſpires me, while thy Praiſe I write, 
AndT like Texcer, under Ajax Fight ; 

Bids thee through me,be bold;with dauntleEs breaf 
Contemn the bad, and Emulate the beſt. 

Like his, thy Criticks in th' attempt are loſt ; 
When moſt they rail, know then, they envy moſt, 
In vain they ſaarl a-loof; a noiſy Crow'd, 


Like Womens Anger, impoteat and loud, 
#5; Whik 
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While they their barren Induſtry deplore, 

Paſs on ſecure; and mind the Goal before : 

Old as ſhe is, my Muſe ſhall march behind; = 
Bear off the blaſt, and intercept the wind. 

Our Arts are Siſters; though not Twins in Birth : 

For Hymns were ſung in Eadens happy Earth, 

By the firſt Pair 3 while Eve was yet a Saint ; 

Before ſhe fell with Pride, and learn'd to paint. © 


Forgive tIi alluſion ; *rwas not meant to bite ; 


ButSatire will have room, where 2're I write. 5 


For oh, the Painter Muſe ; though laſt in place, 
Has ſciz'd the Bleſſing firſt, like Jacob's Race. 
Apelies Art, an Mloxender found ; 

And Raphael did with Leo's Gold abound ; 
But Homer, was with barren Lawrel Crown'd, 
Thou hadft thy Charles a while, and fo had 1; 


But paſs we that unpleaſing Image by. 
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Rich in thy ſelf ; and of thy ſelf Divine, 
All Pilgrims come and offer at thy Shrine. 
A graceful truth thy Pencil can Command; 
The fair themſelves go mended from thy hand: 
Likeneſs appears in every Lineament ; 

But Likeneſs in thy Work is Eloquent : | 
ThoughNature,there,her true reſemblance bear, 
A nobler Beauty in thy Piece appears. 

So warm thy Work, ſo glows the gen”rous frame, 
Fleſh looks leſs living in the Lovely Dame. 


Thou paint*ft as we deſcribe, improving ſtill, 
When on wildNature we ingraft our skill : 


But not creating Beauties at our W1ll. 


Some other Hand perhaps may reach a Face; 
But none like thee, a finiſh'd Figure place: 


Nom 
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None of this Age; for that's enough for thee, 


The firſt of theſe Inferiour Times to be ; 


Not tocontend with Heroes Memory. 


Due Honours to thoſe mighty Names we grant, 
But Shrubs may live beneath the lofty Plant : 
Sons may ſucceed their greater Parents gone ; 
Such is thy Lott ; and ſuch I wiſh my own, 

But Poets are confin'd in Narr*wer ſpace; + 'S 
To ſpeak the Language of their N ative Place: 
The Painter widely ftretches his command : 

Thy Pencil ſpeaks the Tongue of ev*ry Land, 
From hence,my Friend,allClimates are your own; 
Nor can you forteit, for you hold of none. 

All Nations all Immunities will give 


(live ; 
To make you theirs ;. where ere you pleale to 


And not ſeven Cities ; but the World wou'd 


ſtrive. | Sire 
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| Sure fome propitious Planet then did Smile, 

When firft you were condufted to this Iſle : 

(Our Genius brought you here, t inlarge ar 
Fame) 

(For your good Stars are ev'ry where the ſame) 

Thy matchleſs hand, of ev'ry Region free, 


Adopts our Climate ; not our Climate thee, 


out * Great. Rome and Venice early did impart 

aly. ”7 Tothee tl'Examyles of their wondrous Art. 
Thoſe Maſters then but ſeen, not underſtood, 
With generous Emulation fir'd thy Blood : 
For what in Nature's Dawn the Child admir'd, 


The Youth endeavour'd, and the Man acquir'd, 


Fg 


That yet thou haſt not reacl'd their highDegret 
Seems only wanting to this Age, not thee : 
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Thy Genius bounded by the Times like mine 
Drudges on petty Dranghts, / nor dare deſign 
A more Exalted Work, and more Divine. 


r For what a Song, or ſenceleſs Opera 
[s to the Living Labour of a Play ; 
Or; what a Play to Virgs/ Ss Work wou'd be; | 
Such is a fingle Piece to Hiſtory, | 


But we who Lite beſtow, our ſelves muſt live 
Kings canhot Reign, unleſs their SubjeQts give, 
And they who pay the Taxes, bear the Rule : 
Thus thou ſometimes art forc'd to draw a Fool ; 
But ſo his Follies in thy Poſture (ink, | 
The ſenceleſs Ideot ſeems at leaft to think. 


| (vain, 
GoodHeav?h ! that Sots andKnaves ſhow'd be 19 


To wiſh their vile Reſemblance may remain;! 


'H y And 


98 
And ftand recorded, at their own requeſt, 

To future Days, a Libel or a Jeaſt. 

Mean time, white juſt Incouragement you want, 
You only Paint to Live, not Live to Paint. 
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I ſhow'd we ſee, your N able Pencil trace 
Our.U nities of Aftion, Time, and Place. 
A whole compos'd of parts ; and thoſe the beſt; 
With ev'ry various Character expreft. 
Heroes at large; and at a nearer view ; 
Leſs, and at diſtance, an Ignobler Crew. 
6 While all the Figures in one Aftion joyn, 
® As tending to Compleat the main Deſign. 


More cagnot be by Mortal Art exprelſt ; 
But venerable Age ſhall add the reſt. 
For Time ſhall with his ready Pencil ſtand ; 


Retouch-your Figures, with his ripening hand. 
1'4 y Mellov 
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Mellow your Colours, and imbrown the Teint; 


Add every Graee, which Titne dork cag grant: 


To future Ages ſhall your Fame convey ; 


And give more Beauties, than he takes away. 


”» 


Td 
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PROLOGUE 


©, THE 


QUEEN. 


UPON 


Her Majeſty's coming to ſee the Old 
Barche OUr. 


ByMr. CONGREVE. 


3 B this repeated aCt of Grace, we {ce 
; Wit is again the Care of Majeſty ; 
' And while thus honour'd our proud Stage appear, 


We ſcem to rival Ancient Theatres. 


$ 


Thus flouriſh*d Wit in our Forefathers Age, 


And thus the Roman and Athenian Stage. 
Whol 
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Whoſe Wit is beſt, we'll not preſume to tell; 


\ 


' 
- 


But this we know, our Audience will excell: +: 


For never was in Rome, nor Athens, ſeen 


So Fair a Circle, and ſo bright a Queen. 


Long has the Muſes Land been over-caſh, 
And many Rough and Stormy Winters palt ; 


| Hid from the World, and thrown in Shades of 
Night, | 

Of Heat depriv'd, and almoſt void of Light : 

While Wit, a hardy Plant, of Nature bold, ' 

Has ſtrugled ſtrongly with the killing Cold : 


'S 
os 
PR 
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So does 1t ſtill through Oppoſition grow, 
As it its Root was warmer kept by Snow : 
But when ſhot forth, then draws theDarger near, 
On ev”ry ſide the gatlring Winds appear, 
and Blaſts deſtroy that Fruit, which Froſts 
wou'd ſpare. | 


H 3 But 
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But now, new Vigour and new Life it knows, 
AndWarmth that from this Royal Preſence flows 


O wou'd ſhe ſhine with Rays more frequen 
here! 

How Gay wou'd then, this droopingLand appear 

Then, like the Sun, with Pleaſure might ſhe viey 

_'The ſmiling Earth, cloath'd by her Beams aney, 

Ore all the Meads,ſhou'd variousFlow rs be " 


Mix'd with the Lawrel's never-fading Green, 


The new Creation of a Gracious Queen. 
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Weeping and not $ peaking. 
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, 


LH 


By Mr. CONGREPME. 


L EL EGY. 
| lent 


HY are theſe Hours, which Heav'n in pity 


To longing Love, in fruitleſs Sorrow ſpent ? 

Why ſighs my Far ? why does that Boſom move 
With any Paſſion ftirr'd, but riling Love ? | 

Can Diſcontent find place within that Breaſt, 

On whoſe ſoft Pillows ev*n Deſpair might reſt? , 
Divide thy Woes, and give me my fad part, 
[ am no ſtranger to an aking Heart ; 
Too well I know the force of inward Grief, 
And well can bear it, to give Fou reliet: 
H 4 All - 
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All Love's ſevereſt Pangs, I can endure; 

I can bear Pain, ; tho? hopeleſs of a Cure, 

I know what *tisto Weep, and Sigh, and Pray, 

To wake all Night, 'yet dread the breaking Day; 

I know what *tis to Wiſh, and Hope, and alli 
vain, . & Nb 

And meet, for Humble Lave, Unkind Diſdain; 

Anger, and Hate, F have been forc'd to bear, 
Nay Jealouly and T have felt Deſpair. 

Theſe Pains, for youT have been forc'd to prove, 

For Cruel you, when I began to Love. 

Till warm Compaſſion took at length my part, 

And melted to my Wiſh your yielding Heart, 

O. the dear Hour, in which you did ref, op ! 

When round my Neck your willing Arms did twin, 

And, in = Kjſs, you ſaid your Heart was mine. 

Toro each returizing Tear, may that Hour be 

D:/: ng u.j8'd in the Rownds of all Eternity ; 

| Gy 
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ju be the Sun, that Hour, in all his Light, 

him collef# the Day, to be more bright, 

hine all, that Hour, and all the reſt be Night. : 
1nd ſhall I all this Heav'n of Bliſs receive 
From-you, yet not Lament to ſee you grieve ! 
Shall, who nouriſh'd in my Breaſt deſire, 


Vhen your coldScorn,andFrowns forbid theFire; 


Now, when a mutual Flame you have revea[d, 
And the dear. Union of our Souls are ſeal'd, 
Vhen all my Joys Compleat in you I find, 

Shall I not ſhare the Sorrows of your Mind * 


Otell me, tell me All——whence does ariſe 


This floud of Tears? whence are theſe frequent 
Ighs ? 

Why does that lovely Head, like a fair Flow*r 

Oppreſsd with Drops of a hard-falling Show*r, 

Bend with its weight of Grief, and ſeem to grow 

Downward to Earth, and kifs the Root of Woe? 


IL. can 
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Lean on my Breaſt, and let me fold thee faf, 
Lock'd intheſt Arms think all thy Sorrows pak; 
Or, what remain, think lighter made by me; i 
So I ſhow'd think, were I ſo held by thee. 
Murmur thy Plaints, and gently wound my Ear 
Sigh on my Lips, and let me drink thy Tear; 
Joyn to my Cheek, thy Cold and Dewy Face, 
And let pale Grief to glowing Love give place, 
O ſpeak—— for Woe in Silence moſt appears; 
Speak, e're my Fancy magnifie my Fears. 

Is there a Cauſe, which Words cannot exprels! 
Can I not bear a part, nor make it leſs ? 

I know not what to think——Am TI in Faulg? 
I have not, to my Knowledge, err*d in Thought 
Nor wander'd from my Love, nor wou'dI be 
Lord of the World, to live depriv*d of thee. 
You weep a-freſh, and at that Word you ſtart! 


Am1 to be depriv'd then ?*—muſt we part! 
Curk 
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e on that Word ſo ready to be ſpoke, 

or through my Lips, unmeant by ma, it broke. 
)þ no, we muſt not, will not, cannot part, 

id my Tongue talks unprompted by my Heart. 
Yet ſpeak, for my Diſtraction grows apace, 
nd racking Fears, and reſtleſs Doubts increaſe ; 

id Fears and Doubts to Tealouſit will turn, 

ie Hotteſt Hell, in which a Heart can burn. 


GW 
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Fortuna (vo Leta negotio, &c. 


OUT OF 


HOR ACE 


— | w—_ 1 
By the Late Dake of Buckingham. 


———— 
— 


F Ortune, made up of Toys and Impudence, 

S That Common Jade, that has not Comme 
But fond of Buſineſs, inſolently dares (Fe 
Pretend to Rule, and ſpoils the World's Aﬀair; 
She, flutt?ring upand down, her Favours throws 
On the next met, not minding what ſhe does, | 
Nor why,norwhom ſhe helps or injures, knows. 

' Sometimes ſhe ſmiles, then like a Fury raves; 


And ſeldom truly loves, but Fools or Knaves: 
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et her love whom ſhe pleaſe, I ſcorn to woo her, | 


hilt ſhe ſtays with me, P11 be civil to her ; 
ut if: ſhe offers onee romove hey Wangs, | "0 ? 
Il fling her back all her vain Gew-gaw things; 
\nd,arm'd with Vertue,will more lorious ſtand, 
an if the Birchflilt bow'd ar ty Command : 
PIl marry Honeſty, tho? nere ſo poor, HP 
Rather than follow ſuch a dull blind Whore. 
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TO MY 


LADY DURSLE 


On Her Reading 


Moles s Paradiſe Lo. 


BY Mr. PRIOR: 


— 


Ere reading how fond Adaw was betray'd, 


And how by Sin Eve's blaſted Charms +l 


cay'd; , 
Our common Loſs unjuſtly you complain ; 
Small is that part of it which you ſuſtain. 


You ſtill |(fair Mother) in your Offspring trace 
The Stock of Beauty deſtin'd for our Race : 
(Kind Nature, forming them, the Features took 


From Heay'ns owa Work, in Eve's original lod 
Y 


A 
% 
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You, happy Saint, the Serpent's pow*r control, 
Vhilft ſcarce one aQtual Guilt clies your San - 
Ind Hell does o're your Mind vain Triumphs 
boaſt, _ 
Which gains a Heaven, for Earthly Eder tolt. | 


3 10 
' . z - o 


15 fe 


'ithequal Vertue had frail Ewe been armed,” 
1 vain the Fruit had bluſh'd,the Serpent charm'd: 


Pur Bliſs by Penutence had neer been bought ; 


{em had gever faln, or Mzltors wrote. 
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T O 


Mr. WATSON 
ON HIS 


Ephemeris of the Celeſtial Mc 
tions, preſented to Her Majejh. 


BY M.TALDEN. 


—_— Lv. 


tet 


R T, when in full Perfe&tion, is deſign't 

To pleaſe the Eye, or to inform the Mand: 
This Nobler Piece performs the double part, 
With graceful Beauty, and inftruRive Art. 


| Since the great Archimedes Sphere was loſt, 
The nobleſt Labour figiſh'd Wit cou'd boaſt: 
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No generous hand durſt that fam'd Model trace, 


Which Greece admir*d,and Rome cou'd only praiſe, 
This you, with greater luſtre, have reſtor'd; 

And taught thoſe Arts we ignorantly adar'd : 
Motion in full Perfection here you've ſhown, 


And what Mankind deſpair'd to reach, have done, 


In Artful Frames your Heav'nly Bodies move, 
Scarce brighter in their beauteous Orbs above : 
And Stars, depriv*d of all malignant flames, 
Here court the Eye, with more auſpicious Beams, 
In graceful order the juſt Planets riſe, | 

nd here compleat their Circles in the Skies: 
Here's the full conſort of revolving Spheres, 


nd Heaven in bright Epitomy appears, 


Vith Charms the Ancients did invade the Moon, 


dfrom her Orb compel['d her ſtrugling dowa: 
I But 
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But here ſhe's taught a Nobler Change by you, 
And moves with pride in this bright Sphere beloy, 
While'your Celeſtial Bodies thus E view, 


They give me bright Ideas of the true : 


Inſpir'd by them, my thoughts dare upward mor, 
And viſit Regions of the Bleſt above. 


Thus from your hand w? admire theGlobe in ſmal, 


A Copy fair as its Original : 


This Labour's to the whole Creation juſt, 


Second to none, and Rival to the firſt, 

The artful Spring, like the diffuſive Soul, 
Informs the Machin, and direfts the whole: 
Like Nature's ſelf, it filk the ſpacious Throne, 


And unconfin'd ſways the fair Orbs alone ; h 
The unactive parts, with awful ſilence walt, 

And from its nod their birth of Mortion date; X 
Like Chaos, they obey the pow'rſul Call, {\ 


Move to its ſound, and into Meaſures fall. 


| 
| 
| 
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THE 
Rape of THEUTILLA, 


Imitated from the 


LULA 1 4-08 


O F 


FAMIAN. STRADA. 


—_—_— 
_ 


——_—_— 


B Y 
Mr. THO. TALDEN. 


—_— 
— 


The Introductory Argument. 


Heutilla, « fair young Virgin, who, to avoid 

the Addreſſes of thoſe many Admirers her 

Beauty drew about her ; aſſur?'d the Habit of « Re- 
lirious Order, and wholly withdrew her ſelf from the 
Eje and Converſe of the World, But the common 
Report of her Beauty, had ſo inflamd Amalis (s 
youns Perſon of (Quality) with Love: That one 
Night in a Debauch of Wine, he commands his Ser- 
wants to force her Dormitary, and bear off, tho* by 
I 2 Violence, 


. 
£ 
« 
= 
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the lovely Votreſs. Which having ſucceſsfully per. 
form'd, they bring Theutilla to their expettin 
Lord's Appartment , the Scene of the enſuing Py. 


EM, 


CE 


Oon as the Tyrant her bright Form ſuryey'd 
& He grew Inflam'd with the Fair Captive 
A graceful Sorrow in her Looks ſhe hanen? ah 
Lovely with Grief, and Beautiful in Tears ; 
Her Mien, and Air, reſiſtleſs Charms impart, 
Forcing an caſe paſſage to his Heart. 

Long he devours her Beauties with his Eyes, 
While thro? his glowing Veins th” Infection flys: 
Swifter than Lightning to his Breaſt it came, 

Like that a Fair, but a Deſtruftive Flame. 
Yet ſhe, tho? in her young and blooming State, 
Poſleſt a Soul, beyond a Virgins, great : 

No Charms of Youth her colder Bolom move, 


Chaſt were her Thoughts, and- moſt averſe to 


And 


of MISCELLANY POEMS. 119 


_——_— 


— 


And as ſome timerous Hind in Toils betray'd, 


Thus in his Arms ſtrove the reſiſting Maid : 
Thus did ſhe combat with his {tri&t Embrace, 
WH And ſpurn'd the guilty Cauſe of her Diſgrace. * 
Revenge ſhe Courted, but deſpair*dto find 
AStrength, and Vigour, equal to her Mind : 
While checks of Shame her willing Hands reſtrain, 
Since all a Virgin's force, 15 her Diſdain. 
Yet her Reſolvs are nobly fix*d to Dye, - 
Rather than violate her Chaltity, 

| (Fame, 
Than break her Vows to Heav?n, than blot her 


On Ril her Beautics with a Luſtful Flame. 


The Night from its Meridian did decline, 

An Hour propitious to the black Deſign: 

When Sleep, and Reſt, their peaceful Laws 
maintain, 

and o're the Globe b? infe&ious Silence Reign : 


I 2 While 
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While Death-like Slumbers ev'ry Boſom ſeize, MI 
Unbend our Minds, and weary*d Bodys eaſe, MW 
Now fond Amis finds kis drooping Breaſt, 
Heavy with Wine, with amorous Cares oppreſt Ml. 
Not all the Joys expecting Lovers feel, 
Can from his Breaſt the drowſie Charm repel; iW- 
In vain from Wine his Paſſhon ſeeks redreſs, 
Whoſe treacherous Force, the Flame it rais'd; be i 
trays. | 
Weak and Unnery'd his uſeleſs Limbs became, 
Bending bencath their ill ſupported Frame ; 
Vanquiſh'd by that repoſe from which he flies, 


| 


Now Slumbers cloſe his unconſenting Eyes. 


But ſad Theautilla's Cares admit no reſt, 


Repoſc is baniſht from her mournful Breaſt : 
A faithful Guard docs injur'd Virtue keep, 


And from ker weary Limbs repulſes Sleep, 
Ot 


of MISCELLANY POEMS. rrg 


—T_.. 
—w_— — ——. ———— {uu _F. 


Oft ſhe refleAts with Horrour on the Rape, 


Oft tries each avennue for her eſcape : 

Tho! ſtil] repulle, upon repulſe, ſhe bears, 

And finds no paſſage, but for Sighs and Tears. 
Then, with the wildneſs of her Soul let looſe, 

And all the Fury that her Wrongs infule : . 
She Weeps,ſhe Raves,ſhe rends her flowing Hair, 


Wild in her Grief, and raging with Deſpair. 


At length her reſtleſs Thoughts an uttrance find, 
And vent the anguiſh of her lab'ring Mind : 
Whilſt all difſolv*d mn calmer Tas, ſhe ſaid, 

* Stall I again be to his Arms betray'd ! 

* Again the Toil of loath'd Embraces bear, 
*And for ſome blacker Scene of Luſt prepare ! 


*Firſt may this Bed-my guiltleſs Grave become, 
* This Marble Roof my unpolluted Tomb : 


*Then juſt to Honour, and unſtain'd in Fame, 


The Urn that hides my Duſt, conceals my . 
Shame, 


I 4 « Heav'n 
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« Heav?n gave me Virtue, Womans frail defence; 

& And Beauty, to moleſt that Innocence: 

« In vain I call my Virtue to my aid, 

« When thus by treach'rous Beauty I'm betray 

« Yet to this Hour my'Breaſt no Crime has 
known, 

« But coldlyChaſt withVirgin Brightneſs ſhone, 

« As now unſully'd by a Winters Sun. 

« Not Arts, nor ruder Force of Men prevail, 

« My. Tears found pity, when my Languag 
faild, | 

&« Oft have theſe violated Locks been torn, 

« And injur'd Face their ſavage Fury born: 

* Oft have my Bloody Robes their Crimes confet, 

* And pointed Daggers glitter'd at my breaſt; 

& Yet tree from guilt, I found ſome happier Chas 


« To vanquiſh Luft, and wildeſt Rage diſarm. 


« Bir 
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But ah ! the greateſt Labour's yet behind ; 


No Tears can ſoften this obdurate mind : 


No Prayers inexorable pity move, 
Or guard me from the worſt of Ruins, Love. 


Tho? Sleep and Wine, allow this kind reprieve, 


yet to the Youth they*l Strength and Fury give: 
Then wretched Maid ! Then think what Arti- 


Bos . Embrace ! 
What Charm ſhall reſcue from his nerv'd 


' When with ſupplys of Vigour next he Storms, 
'And ev'ry diQtate of his Luſt performs, 


* But you bleſtPower,that own a Virgins name, 


Prote&t my Virtue, and detend my Fame, 


From pow*fulLuft,and the reproach ofShame. 
[Ia ſtriQt Religious Life have led, 

Drank the cold Stream, and made the Earth my 
Bed / 


a | f 
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« If from the World a Chaſt Recluſe I live, 

« Redreſs my Wrongs,and generous Succour giy, 
&« Allay this raging Tempeſt of my Mind, 

« A Virgin, ſhou'd be to a Virgin kind ; 

< Proftrate with Tears from you I beg Defence, 
« Or take my Life, or guard my Innocence, 


While thus th? afflicted Beauty pray*d, ſhe fpy 
A fatal Dagger by Amalzs {ide : 
ThisWeapon's mine,{he crys {(then graſp'd it faſt) 
And now the Luſtful 'Tyrant ſleeps his laſt. 
With eager Hands the pointed Steel ſhe draws, 

FEvn Murder pleaſes in ſo juſt a Cauſe: 

N or Fears, nor Dangers now Reſiſtance make, 


* Since Honour, Lite, and dearer Fame's at ſtake. 


Yet in her Breaſt does kind Compaſſion plead, 


And fills her Soul with horrour of the Deed : 
Her 
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-r Sexes tendernels reſumes its place, 

Ind ſpreadsin conſcious Bluſhes o're her Face, 
ow ſtung with the remorſe of Guilt, ſhe crys, 
Ah frantique Gurl, what wild Attempt is this ! 
Think,think Theatils;on the Murderer's Doom, 
And tremble at a Puniſhment to come : 

Stain not thy Virgin Hands with guilty Blood, 
And dread to be ſo criminally good. 


Lay both thy Courage and thy Weapen down, 
We Nor fly to Aids a Maid muſt bluſh to owns: 
R or Arms, nor Valour with thy Sex agree, 
*They wound thy Fame,and taint thy Modeſty. 
hus diff *rent Paſſions combat in her Mind, 

Oft ſhe's to Pity, oft to Rage inclin'd : 

Now from/her hand the hated Weapons caſt, 
Then ſeiz'd again with more impetuous haſte ; 
Unhix*d her Wiſhes, her Reſolves are vain, 
What ſhe attempts, ſhe ſtreight rejeCts again ; 
Her 
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Her looks,the Emblems of her Thoughts appear, 
Vary'd with Rage, with Pity and Deſpair ; 
Alone her Fears incline to no Extream, 


Equally poiz*d, betwixt Revenge and Shame, 


At length, with more prevaling Rage poſleft, 
Her jealous Honour ſteels her daring Breaſt : 


The thoughts of injur?'d Fame new Courage gar, 


And nicer Virtue now confirms her brave. 


Then the fam'd Judith her whole mind employs 
Urges her hand, and ſooths the fatal Choice: 
This great Example pleas'd, inflam'd by thus, 
With wild diſorder to the Youth ſhe flys ; 
One hand ſhe wreaths within his flowing Har, 
The other does the ready Weapon bear 


« Now guide me, crys, fair Hebrew, now loo 


down, 
« And pity Labours thou haſt undergone, - 


« Direc 


a 
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Direct the Hand that takes thy Path to Fame, 
And be Propitious toa Virgin's Name, 
Who's Glory *s but a Refuge from her ſhame. 


bus rais'd by Hopes, and arm'd with Courage 
now, 

She with undaunted Looks directs the Blow : 
Peep in his Breaſt the ſpacious Wound ſhe made, | 


ind to his Heart diſpatch'd th? unerring Blade. 


When their expiring Lord the Servants heard, 


Vhoſe dying Groans the fatal AQ declar'd: 


ke a fierce Torrent with no Bounds they're ſtay'd, 
ut vent their Rage on the defenceleſs Maid ; 
Not Vertue, Youth, nor Beauty 1n diſtreſs, 

We" move their ſavage Breaſts to tenderneſs : 

ut Death, with horrid Torments they prepare, 
d to her Fate th* undaunted Virgin bear. 


Fortune 
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Tortures and Death ſeem lovely in her Eyes, 
Since ſhe to Honour falls a Sacrifice : 

| Amidſt her Sufferings, Kill her Mind is great 
And, free from guilt, ſhe triumphs ore her Fate 


But Heav*n, that's fuff YringVertue's ſure Reward MW 

Exerts its Power, and is it ſelf her Guard : 

Amals, ' conſcious of his black Offence, 

Now feels remorſe for her wrong'd Innocence; 

Tho? now he's ſtrugling iu the pangs of death, 

And all life's purple Stream is ebbing forth: 

Yet, raiſingup his pale and drooping head, 

He recolleQts his Spirits as they fled, 

And, with his laſt remains of Voice, he ſaid, 

« Spare the chaſt Maid, your impious hands» 
ſtrain, 1 

« Nor Beauty with ſuch Inſolence prophane; 


« ] ear 
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Learn by my Fate wrong'd Innocence to ſpare, 


Since injur?d Vertue's Heav®ns peculiar Care. 


But you, brave Virgin, now ſhall ſtand enrol'd, 
\mong!t the Nobleſt Heroines of old : 
Why fam'd Attempt, and celebrated Hand, 
Shall laſting [Trophies of thy Glory ſtand ; 
Ind, if my Verſe the juſt Reward can give, 


ſhutils's Name ſhall to new Apes live. 


or to thy Sex thou haſt nelw Honours won, 


Ind France now boaſts a Jaudzth of its own. 


228 Th FOURTH PART 


An OD E, 
FOR. 


| St.Cecilia's Day, 1693. 


—_ 


Written by. Mr. T HO. TAL DEN: 
And X 
Þ Compoſed by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 


I. 
TDEegin, and ftrike th* harmonious Lyre! 
Let the loud Inſtruments prepare 
To raiſe our Souls, and charm the Ear, 
With Joys which Mulick only can inſpire; 
Hark how the willing Strings obey ! 
| To conſecrate this happy Day, 


Sacred to Muſick, Love, and bleſt Ceci/ra, 
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' In lofty Numbers, Tuneful "6H 
We'll celebrate the Virgin's Praiſe : 
Her skilful Hand firſt taught our Strings to move, 
To her this ſacred Art we owe, 
Who firſt anticipated Heav®n below, 
And play'd the Hymns on Earth, that ſhe now 
({ings Above. 
(2) 
What movingCharms eachTuneful Yoice contains, 
Charms that thro? the willing ear, 
A Tide of pleaſing Raptures bear, 
And; with diffuſiveJoys,run thrilling thro? our Veins, 
The liſtning Soul does Sympathize, 
And with each vary'd Noat complies : 
While gay and ſprightly Airs Delight, 
Then free from Cares, and unconfin'd, 
It takes, in pleaſing Exracies, its flight. . 
With mournful Sounds, a ſadder Garb it wears, 
Indulges Grief, and gives a looſe to Tears. 
K Mulſlick's 
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( 3.) 
Muſick's the Language at the Bleſt above, 
No Voice but Mulick's can expreſs, 
The Joys that happy Souls poſlels, 
Nor in juſt Raptures tell the wondrous Pow'r 
*Fis Nature's Dialect, deſign'd hs 
To charm, and to ipftruct the Mind ; 
_ Mulick's an Univerſal Good ! 
p That does diſpence its joys around, 
Þ In all the Elegancy of Sound, - - * 
To be by Men admir'd, by Angels underſtood. 
(4) 
Let ev*ry reſtleſs Paſſion ceaſe to move ? 
And each tumultuous thought obey 
The happy influence of this Day, 
For Mulick's Unity an.. ave. 
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| Muſickes the ſoft indulger of the mind, 
The kind diverter of our care, 
The ſureft Refuge mournful grief can find ; 
A Cordial tothe Breaft, and Charm to ev*ry Ear. 
} Thus, when theProphet ftruck hisTnnefulLyre, 
S$azPs evil Genius did retire: 
In vain were Remedies apply'd, 
In vain aft other Arts were try'd; 
His Hand and Yoice alone the Charm cou'd find, 
To heal his Body; and compoſe his Mind. © 
(HIT inet 
Now let the 'Trumpets louder Voice ps rk 
A ſolema Jubile : 
For ever Sacred let it be, 
ToSkilful Fab, and Certia's, Name: -/ 


Rl x- i 
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Great Jabal Author of our Lays, 
Who Grſt the hidden charms of Muſick found: 
And thro? their Airy Paths did trace, 


." The ſecret Springs of Sound. 
* When from his hollow chorded Shell, 
The Soft melodious Accents fell : 
With Wonder, and Delight he play'd, 
While the Harmoneous Strings his Skilful Han 
| | (obey'd, 
(.6) . 
But fair Cectlia to a pitch Divine 
Improv*d her artful Lays : 
When to the Organ {he her Voice did Joyn, 
In the Almighty*s Praiſe ; 
Then Choirs of Liſtning Angels ſtood around, 
Admir'd her,Art, and, bleſt the Heav'nly Sound. i 
Her Praiſe alone no Tongue can reach, 
' But in the Strains her ſelf did teach : 
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Then let the Voice and Lyre combine, 
And in a Tuneful Conſort j joyn; 
For Muſick*s her Reward and Care, 
Above ſh? enjoys it, and proteQts it here. 
Grand C horas. 
Then kindly treat this happy Day, 
And grateful Honours to Cecilie pay : 
MW Toherthele lov*d harmonious Rites belong, 
Toher that Tunes our Strings,and fill Inſpires our 


Thus may her Day for ever be 
Bleſt with Love and Harmony : 
Bleſt as its great Saint appear, 


Still may fair Cecilia's prove 
A Day of Harmony and Love, 
{atone for all.the Diſcords of the Year, 
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A SONG 


FOR 
St. CECITL I A's Day, 
At OXFORD. 


By Mr. Jo. Addiſon.” 


Ecilia, whos ckes Hymns 
' With joy and wonder fill the Bleſt, 
In Quires of warbling Seraphims, 
| Known and diſtinguiſht from the rel 
. Attend, Harmonious Saint, and ſee 
Thy yocal Sons of Harmony ; 
Attend, Harmonious Saint, and hear our Pray's: 


| Enliven all our Earthy Airs, 
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And, as thou Singſt thy God, teach us to —_ of 
Tune ev*ry String andev*ry Tongue, © One 
Be thou the Muſe and Subject of our Song. 


2, 


" Let all Cecilis's Praiſe proclaim, 
Employ the Eccho in her Name. 
Hark how the Flutes and Trumpets raiſe, 
At bright Cecilia's Name, their Lays, 
The Organ labours in her Praiſe. 
(zilia's Name does all our Numbers grace, 


From ev'ry Voice the Tunetul Accents fly, 


In ſoaring Trebles, now it rifes high. 
And now it ſinks, and dwells upon the Baſs. 

Cecilia's Name through all the Notes we Sing, 
The work of ev*ry skilful Tongue, 

The Sound of ev'sy trembling String, 
The Sound and Triumph of our Song. - \ 


K 4 3. For 
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zo 
For ever Conſecrate the day, 
To Muſick and Ceczlia ; 

Muſick, the greateſt Good that Mortals knoy, 
And all of Heav'n we have below. 
Muſick can noble hints impart, 
Engender Fury, kindle Love ; 

With unſyſpetted Eloquence can move, 

And manageall the Man with ſecret Art. 
When Orpheas ſtrikes the trembling Lyrg, 

| The Streams ſtand ſtill, the Stones admure; 


The liſtning Savages adyance, 
The Woolf and Lambaround himtry, 
The Bears in awkward meaſures leap, 
And Tigers mingls in the Dance. 
The moving Woods attended as he play'd, 
And Rhoagpe was left without a ſhade. 
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4. 
Muſick, Religious Heats inſpires, 
It wakes the Soul, and lifts it high, 
M And wings it with ſublime deſires, 
And fits it to beſpeak the Deity, 
Tl Almighty liſtens to a Tuneful Tongue, 
And ſeems well-pleagd, and Courted with a 
SONg, 
Soft moving Sounds, and Heay'nly Airs, 
Give force to ev'ry word, and recommend gur 
Pray'rs, 
When Time jt ſelf ſhall be no more, 
And all things in confuſion hurPd, 
Muſick ſhall then exert its pow*r, 
And Sound furvive the Ruins of the World ; 
Thea Saints and Angels ſhall agree 
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In one eternal Jubile : ; 
All Heav'n ſhall Eccho with their Hymns Divi, 
And God himſelf with pleaſure ſee 
'The whole Creation in-s Chorus joyn. 
Choras. 
* Conlecrate the Place and Day, 
To Muſick and Cecz/:a. 
Let no rough Winds approach, nor dare 
WÞ | Invade the hallow'd bounds, 
Nor rudely ſhake the Taneful Air, 
Nor ſpoil the fleeting Sounds, 
No Mournful Sigh nor Groan be heard, 
But Gladneſs dwelf on eyTy Tongue; 
Whilſt all, with Voice and Strings prepar', 
Keepup the loud harmonious Song, | 
And imitate the Bleſt above FE 
In Joy, and Harmony, and Love. 
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The STORY of 
BSYALMACIS: 
From the Fourth Book of 


Ovid's Mrtamorphoſes. 


By Mr. 50. ADDISON. 


—] A. A. Ol TO Ow 
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TJOw Salmacis, with weak enfeebling Streams 
Softens the Body, and unnerves the Limbs, 

And what the ſecret Cauſe, ſhall here be ſhown; 
The Cauſe is ſecret, but th* Effet is known, 


The Naids nurſt an Infant heretofore, 

That Cytheres once to Hermes bore: 

From both th? Illuftrious Authors of his Race 

The Child was nam'd ; nor was it hard to trace 

Both the bright Parents thro? the Infant”s face. J 
When 
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When fifteen years, in Jdz's cool Retreat, i 
'The Boy had told , he left his N ative Seat, 

And fought freſh Fountains ina Foreign Soil: 

The Pleaſure lefſer'd the attending Toil. 

With eager ſteps the Lyciaw Fields he crofſt, 

And Fields that border on the Lycian Coaſt; 

A River here he view'd ſo lovely bright, 

Tt ſhew'd the Bottom jn a fairer Light, 
Nor kept a Sand conceal'd from Human fight. 

The Stream produc't nor ſlimy Ooze, nor Weeks (iſ 
Nor miry Ruſhes, nor the ſpiky Reeds ; ; 
But dealt enriching Moiſture all around, \ 
The fruitful Banks with chearful Verdare _ 
"And kept the Spring Eternal gn the Ground, 

A Nymph preſides, nor practis'd in the Chace, 
Nor skilful at the Bow, nor at the Race ; 
Of all the Blue-ey'd Daughters of the Main, 
The only Stranger to Diand's Train ; 
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Her Siſters often, as ?rtis ſaid, wow'd cry 
« Fie Sahmacis, what always Idle! fie, 
Or take thy Quiver, or thy Arrows ſeize, 
And mix the Toils of Hunting with thy Eaſe. 
Nor Quiver ſhe nor Arrows ere wou'd ſeize, 
Nor mix the Toyls of Hunting with her Eaſe. 
ut oft wou'd Bath her in the Chryſtal Tide, 
Of with a Comb her dewy Locks divide ; 
{Now in the Limpid Streams ſhe views her Face, 


wy 


Ind drefſt her Image in the Floating Glaſs : 
0n Beds of Leaves ſhe now repos'd her Limbs, 


Now gather'd Flowr's that grew about her 
Streams, ; 
dd then by chance was gathering, 'as ſhe itood 
0 view the Boy,and Long'd for what ſhe view'd. 


Fain wou'd ſhe meet the Youth with haſty Feet, 
oe fain wou'd meet him but refus'd to meet 
| Before 
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Before her looks were ſet with niceſt Care, 
And well deſery*d to be reputed Fair. 
© Bright Youth, ſhe crys, whom all thy Featury 
prove | 
& A God, and, if aGod, the God of Love; 
« But if a Mortal, Bleſt thy Nurſes Breaſt : 
« Bleft arethy Parents, and thy Siſters Bleft : 
« But oh howBleft!how more thanBleſt chyBrik 
« Ally'd in BliG !if any yet ally'd, 
« It {, let mine the Stoln Injoyments be, 
« If not, behold a willing Bride in me. 
il | Fa, 
TheBoy knew nought of Loye,and touche wil 
He ſtrove, and Bluſht, but ſtill the Bluſh became: 
* Inriſing Bluſhes till freſh Beautys roſe ; 
'The Sunny Side of Fruit ſuch Bluſhes ſhows, 
' And ſich the Moon, when all her Silver Whit 
_ Turns in Eclipſes to-a Ruddy Eight, 
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| Nymph Kill begs, if not a noblen Blifs, | 
cold Salute atleaſt, 2 Siſter's Kuls+ 
Wd cow prepares to take the loyely Boy 
ween her Arms. He, Ingocemly Coy, 
eplys, © Or leave me'to my {elf alone, 4 


You rude uncivil Nymph, or Ple be gone. 
Fair Stranger then, {ays ſhe, it ſhall beſo; 
d, for ſhe fear? his Threats, ſhe feign'dto go: 
ut hid within a: Coverts Neighbouring Green, 
le kept him him (till in fight, her ſelf unſeen. 


ha) 


The Boy now fancy's all the Danger o're, 

d innocently ſports about the Shore, 

ytul and Wanton tothe Stream he Trips, 

nd dips his Foot, and Shivers as he dips. 

te Coolneſs pleas'd him, and with eaper haſte 
8ary Garments on the Banks he caft; 
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His Codtike Features, and his Heav'nty Hey, 
And all his Beauties were expos'd to View. 
His naked Limbs theNymph with rapture ſpis, MW 
While hotter Paſſions in her Boſom rife, 
Fluſh in her Checks, and ſparkle in her Eyes, 
She Longs, ſhe Burns to claſp him in her Arms, 


And Looks,and Sighs,and Kindles at his Charms 


v 


Now all undreſt upon the Banks he ſtood, 


And clapt his Sides, and leapt into the Flood, 
His Lovely Limbs the Silver Waves divide, 
His Limbs appear more Lovely through the Tits 
As Lillys ſhut within a Chryſtal Caſe, 

Receive a Gloſſy Luſtre from the Glaſs. 

He's mine, he's all my own the Naid Cries, 
And flings off all, and after him ſhe Flies. 
And now ſhe faſtens on hum as he Swims, 
And holds him cloſe, and wraps about his Limbs 


| - 
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&e more the Boy reſiſted, and was coy, 
The more ſhe Clipt, and Kiſt, the ſtrugling Boy. 


$ when the wrigling Snake is ſnatcht on lugh 


| Egle's Claws, and hiſſes in the Sky, 
Around the. Foe his twirling Tail he flings, 
and twits he Legs,and wriths about her Wings, 


The reſtleſs Boy ſtill obſtinately ſtrove 
To freghimſelt; and (till refus'd her Love. 
Amidit his Limbs ſhe kept her Limbs intwin'd, 


3 ; 
. 
»- 
"_ 
"+ _ 


« And why,coy Youth, ſhe crys, why thus unkind? 
*0h may the-Gods thus keep us ever joyn'd ! 


* Oh may we never, pever, part again ! 


v pray'd the Nymph, not did ſhe pray in vain: 
For now ſhe finds him, as his Limbs ſhe preſt, 
Grow nearer {till and nearer to her Breaſt ; 

Till, piercing each the others Fleſh, they run 
Together, and Incorporate in One : 


L Laſk 
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Laſt in a common Face their Faces joyn, 
As when the Stock and Grafted Sprigs combine 
They grow the ſame,and wear a common Ri 
Both'Bodies in a ſingle Body mix, 

A'ſingle Body with a double Sex. 


The Boy, thus loft in Woman, now ſurvey'l 
The Rivers guilty Streams, and thus he Prayd 
(He Pray*d, but wonder'd at his ſofter Tone, 


Surpriz'd to hear a Voice but half his own) 
You Parent-Gods, whoſe: Heayenly Names | 


bear, 
Hear your Hermaphroaite, and grant my Pray'r; 
Oh grant;that whoniſoeretheſe Streams contain 
If Man he enter'd, he may rile again 


Supple, . Unſinew?'d, and but half a Man ! 


» 
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The Heav*nly "Wt an{wer*d,fromon M 


| Their twe-ſhajfd So Fhe d duty Vo; 
And gave a ſecret TinQure to | the Flood, 


Toweaken it, and maketus Wiſhes good, 


; ! | 
ww 
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Written by HORATIO T.OW NSEND, 
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TP Shepherd whoſe intentive Eye, 
A Orre ev'ry Lamb, is ſich a Spic, 
No Wily Fox can make ?em leſs, 


Where may I find my Shepherdeſs ? 


n 
- 


A little pauſing, then ſaid he, 


How can that Jewel ftray from thee ? 
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In Summers Heat, in Winters Cold, 
[thought thy Breaſt had been her Fold. 


3 
That is indeed the conſtant Place, 


Wherein my Thoughts ſtill ſce her Face ; 
And print her Image in my Heart, 
But yet my fond Eyes crave a part. 
! 
With that he ſmiling ſaid, I might 
Of Chlorzs partly have a ſight, 
And ſome of her Perte&tions meet, 
ln ey'ry Flower was Freſh and Sweet, 
5 
The growing Lilzes bear her Skin, 
The Yiolets her blue Veins within 
The bluſhing Roſe new blown and ſpread 
ter ſweeter Cheeks her Lips the Red. 


L 3 
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6 
The Winds that wanton with the Spring, 
Such Odours as her Bredthing bring. 
But the refemblance of her Eyes, 


Was never found beneath the Skies. 


/ 
Her charming Voice who ſtrives to hit, 


His Object muſt be Higher yet ; 
For Heavn, and Earth, and all we ſe 
Diſpers'd, Collke&ed is but ſhe. 

| 8 


Amaz'd at this Diſcourſe, mcthought 


Love both Ambition in me wrought, 


And made me covet to engroſs 
A Wealth wouy'd prove a publick Lofs. 
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9 
With that I figh*d, aſham'd to ſee 
ch worth in her, ſuch want in me ; 
And cloſing both mine Eyes, forbid 
The World my ſight, ſince ſhe was hid. 
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To the Honou rable 
Mrs. MO H U a 


ON HER 


RECOVERY. 


By Mr, Charles Hopkins. 


WD S when the Queen of Love, ingag'd in Wa, 
Was raſhly wounded with a Grecian'sSpeat, 

All Parties were concern'd to ſee her bleed, - 
And he himſelf, did firſt repent the deed, = 
He left th? inglorious Field, with grief and ſham: 
Whers his late Conqueſt, had deſtroy*d his Fam: 
'So Sicknels flies from you, with ſuch a griet, 
Aſham'd that ever ſhe began the ſtrife, 
Better than Venus, in the Fight you fare, 


For tho* more wounded, youre without a Scar 
[lt 
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all Claim to you, th' Invader has reſign'd, 
4nd left no marks of Hoſtile Rage behind. 
| No ſigns, no tracks of Tyranny, remain, . ': 
But exil'd Beauty, is reſtor'd again. 
Fix'd in a Realm, which was before her own, 
More firm than ever, ſhe ſecures the Throne. 
Mildly, ah ! mildly then, your Pow'r maintain, 
And take Example from Marie's Reign. Py 
Wl Vide, may your Empire, under Hers, be ſeen, L 
WF The fair Vicegerent of the faireſt Queer. 
Thro? you, may all our Prayers to her, be heard, 
Our humble Verſe, be all, by you preferr'd. 
No Bleſſing, can the Pious Suppliant want, 


Where ſhe the Goddeſs is, and you the Saint. 


—— = ,  ——o— - = - 


T-H E 
Force of JEALOUSY 


T'o-|| 
A'L A'D Y 
ASKING, 


If her Sex was as ſenſible of that Paſſion as Men, 


An Alluſion to 
neca's 
O ! Quan eruentas Famines ftimular Dolor.| Hercules 
Co OEtus. 


—____ —— 


ha. 


By Mr. THO. TALDEN. 


& a 


Hat raging Thoyghts tranſport the We 
man's Breaſt, 
That 1s. with Love, and Jealouſic poſleſt ! 
Mere with Revenge, than ſoft Deſires ſhe Burs, 


Whoſe ſlighted Paſſion meets no kind returns; 
That 
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That courts the Youth with has negletted 


Charms, 
WJ And finds her Rival happy in his Arms. 


Dread Scilla's Rocks *tis ſafer to engage, 
And truſt a Storm, than her deſtruQtive Rage: 
Not Waves contending with a boiſt*rous Wind, 


Threaten ſo loud, as her tempeſtuous Mind : 


A 


A 


For Seas grow calm, and raging Storms abate, 
But moſt implacable 5 a Woman's hate: 


Tygers, and Savages leſs wild appear, 
Than that fond Wretch abandon'd to Deſpair. 


Such were the tranſports Deianzra felt, 
Sung with a RivaPs Charms,and Husband'sGuilt; 
With ſuch deſpair ſhe.view*d the captive Maid, 
Whoſe fatal Love her Hercules betray'd ; 


Th unchaft 1z/e, but divinely Fair ! 
* In Love Triumphant, tho? a Slave in War: 
By Nature lewd, and form'd for ſoft delight, 


Gay as the Spring, and Fair as Beams of Light; 


Whoſe blooming Youth wou'd wildeſtRage di 
(arm, 


And ey*ry Eye,but a fierce Rival's, Charm. 


/ 
Fix'd with her Grief the Royal Matron ſtood, 


Whea the fair Captive in his Arms ſhe view'd: 
With whatregret her Beauties ſhe ſuryey'd, 
And curſt the Pow'r of the roo Lovely Maid, 
That reap'd the Joys of her abandon'd Bed ! 
Her furious Looks with wild Diſorder glow, 
Looks that her Envy and Reſentment ſhow ! 
To blaſt that Fair deteſted Form ſhe tries, 
And Lightning darts from her diſtorted Eyes, 


Thea 
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Then o're the Palace of falſe Hercales, 


With Clamour, and impetuous Rage ſhe flys; 
[atea Dear Witneſs of their Mutual Flame, 

Bur now tt®unhappy ObjeCt of- her Shame ; 
Whoſe conſcious Root can yield her no Relief, 


But with polluted Joys upbraids her Grief. | 


Nor can the ſpacious Court contain her now ; 
[t grows a Scene too narrow for her Woe : 
Looſe and undreſt all Day ſhe ſtrays alone, 
Does her Abode, and lov'd Companions ſhun. 
in Woods complains, and Sighs, inev*ry Grove, 
The mournful Tale of her forſaken Love. 
ter Thoughts, to all th? extreams. of Frenzy fly, 
Vary, but cannot eaſe her Miſery: 


Wlulſt in her Looks the lively Forms appear, 


Vt Envy, Fondneſs, Fury and Deſpair. 


*Her 
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Her Rage, no conſtant Face of Sorrow wear, 
Oft ſcornful Smiles ſucceed loud Sighs and Tear; 
Oft o're her Face the riſing Bluſhes ſpread, 
Her glowing Eye-Balls turn with fury red; 
Then pale and wan her alter'd Looks appear, 
Paler than Guilt, and'drooping with deſpair, 
A tide of Paſſions ebb and flow within, 

And oft ſhe ſhifts the-Melancholy Scene : 


Does all th? exceſs of Woman's Fury ſhow, 
And yields a large variety of Woe. 


Now calm as Infants at the Mothers Breaſt, 
Her Grief in ſofteſt Murmurs is exprelt : 
She ſpeaks the tenFreſt Things that Pity move, 
Kind are her Looks, and Langniſhing with Love, 
Then joud as Storms, and raging as the Wind, 
She gives a looſe to her Diſtemper'd Mind : 


w 


Wit 


59 
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With Shrieks and Groans ſhe fills the Air around, 


And makes thePAlace her We teſourgh'\/| 


| "of MISCELLANT POEMS. 


Wild with her Wrongs, ſhe like a Far ſtrays, 
A Fury more, thin Wife of Herod « | 
Her motion, looks, and voice,proclaim her Woes, 
While Sighs, and broken Words, her wilder 
Thoughts diſcloſe. 
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Mr. D RY D E N 


UPON 
His Tranſlation 
| 'OF THE 

THIRD BOOK OF 


. | 


s 'VIRGIL's Georgicks 


Pindarick O D E 


; By My.- John Dennis. 
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Hile mounting with expanded Wings WW! 
"The Mantean Swan unbounded- Heav's iſ! 
explores ; 
While with Seraphick Sounds he Towring Sings 
Till to Divinity he Soars ; 
Mankiw 
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Mankind ſtands wond'ring at his Flight, 
Charm'd with his Muſick, and his Height : 
Which both tranſcend our Praiſe, 
Nay Gods incline their raviſh'd Ears, 
And tune their own harmonious Spheres 
To his Melodious Lays, 
Thou, Dryden, canſt his Notes recite 
In modern Numbers, which expreſs 
Their Muſick, and their utmoſt Might : 
Thou, wondrous Poet, with Succeſs 
Canſt emulate his Flight, 
2, 
Sometimes of humble Rural Things, 
Thy Muſe, which keeps great Maroſtill in Sight, 


In mjddle Air with varied Numbers Sings; 


And ſometimes her ſonorous Flight 
To Heav'n ſublimely Wings. 


M 
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But firſt takes time with Majeſty to riſe, 
Then, withc:.c Pride, Divinely Great, 
She Mounts her Native Skyes - 
And, Goddeſs-like, retains her State 


When down again ſhe flyes. 


Commands, which Judgment gives, ſhe {till obeys 
Both todepreſs her Flight, and raiſe, 


* 'Thus Mercary from Heav'n deſcends, 
And to this under World his Journey bends, 
When Jove his dread Command has giv', 
But, ſtill,* Deſcending, Dignity maintains, 
As much a'God upon our humble Plains, ( 
As when he Tow'ring, re-aſcends to Heav'a, 
b-* 
But when thy Goddeſs takes her Flight, 
With ſo much Majeſty, to ſuch a Height 


As can alone ſufhize to prove, 


* That ſhedeſcends from mighty Jove: 


, Gods! 
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Gods ! how thy Thoughts thea riſe, and ſoar, 
and ſhine ! 
Immortal Spitit animates each Line, 
Each with bright Flame that Fires our Souls 
is Crown'd, 
WM Each has magnificence of Sound, 
And Harmony Divine, 
Thus the firſt Orbs in their high Rounds, 
With Shining Pomp advance ; 
And to their own Celeſtial Sounds 
Majeſtically Dance. * 
On, with eternal Symphony they row!, 
Each turn'd in its harmoaious Courſe, 
And cach inform'd, by the prodigious Force 
Of an Empyreal Soul. 


\ 
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THE 


ENJOY MENT 


S.O N G. 


Anonymas. 


E Gods ! the Raprtures of that Night! 
Y What Fierce Convulſions of Delight! 


How in each others Arms involy'd, 
We lay Contounded, and Diſſolv'd ! 
Bodies mingling, Sexes blending, 
Which ſhowd moſt be loſt contending. 
Darting fierce, and flaming Kifſes, 


Plunging into boundleſs Blifſes ; 
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Qur Bodies, and our Soul's on Fire, 
\WToſt by a Tempeſt of Deſire ; 
Wil with utmoſt Fury driv*n 


Down, at once we ſunk to Heay*n. 
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The Enjoyment. 


O, Love, thy Banners round the Worlf 

G diſplay, 

And teach Rebellious Mortals to obey ; 

Triumpho're thoſe, who proudly ſlight thy Pow, 

And make them, what they now Deride, Adore. 

If any yet can be fo ſenceles grown, 

T 0 {corn thy Pleaſures, and approve their own: 

To Conquer, only bid *tm Taſte, and Know, 

And ſoon their fancy'd Pleaſures they'l forego|| 

And ſoon acknowledge thee, the Lord of al 
below. 

Convince the reading Sots,who wou'd ſeem Wi 

And cloak their Follies by a grave Diſguile 


Ti 
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The Learned Ignorants will ſtraight lay by 
Their uſeleſs Books, and, Joyful, follow thee. 


Bleſt be the Day, when firſt Ce/ids came 
To me Deſparing, and reveaPd her Flame ; 
When bluſhing ſhe her Paſſion did diſcloſe, 
And fofteſt Words, and tender*ſt Accents choſe 
 Tomake me Happy, and compleat my Joys. 
* WW 0h! what a Rapture did my Soul ſurround, 
When firſt I heard the dear tranſporting Sound ! 
« Now, Youth, ſaid ſhe, your Fears and Doubts 


remove, 


ld 


i | 
k 


* For know 'tis you, and only you T Love; 


* And that you may my Love unfeign'd belicve, 
*Take all that you can ask, or I can give. 


While tell-tale Bluſhes told me what ſhe meant, 
And wiſhing Looks betray'd her kind intent. 


M 4 Encou- 


16% The FOURTH PART 


__—. 
"WY AP 


i ————. 


Encourag'd thus, I boldly did invade 
With eager' ardour the forgiving Maid ; 
But when Iclaſp'd her Body cloſe to mine, 
Twas morethan Rapture all ! *twas all Divine! 
Such Joys I knew, as Words want Pow” totell, 
Joys ! which the feeble reach of Thoughts excel: 
My Soul, ſurpriz'd at the exceſs of Joy, 

Unable to ſuſtain it, wing'd away, 


Whil all entranc'd, and Extaſi'd I lay. 


Tell me, ye mighty Learned, -(if you know) 
Where did my Soul in that ſhort 'Tranſport go? 
Did it with willing haſte to her depart? 


It did, Pm ſure it did, and flutter*d round he 
Heart ; | 

Bleſt with tne unknown Beauties pf the Fair, 

It heav'd, it trembl'd, and it panted there. 


Unwillng 
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Vawilling to depart, twou'd ſtill remain, 
But all the weak Efforts to ſtay. were vain, 
A KiG reſtor*d the Fugitive again; 

That Kiſs which wou'd a long DeadCorps reyive, 
Reverſe its Doom, and kindly make it live; 
My Soul re-enter*d, we repeated o're 

A Thouſand Joys, unknown to both before. 


Pardon me, Love, (thou Pow'rful Deity) 
ThatI fo long abſtain'd from taſting thee : 
| thought indeed (vain Fool !) in Books to meet 
With folid Wiſdom, and with true Delight : 
Tonoifie Nothings I betray'd my Eaſe, 
And idly dreamt away my ſprightly Days ; 
but now, (though late) my Errours I perceive, 
and know, I only now begin to Live : 
Hence, ye uſurping Whimſies, hence retreat, 


Whilſt exil'd Love regains its lawful Seat ; 


Love, 
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Love, whoſe bewitching DiCtates Ple obey, - 
For I, with Titas, ſhow'd repenting fay, | 
Thoſe Bleſſings wanting, I have loſt a:Day : 
No time ſhall paſs without that dear Delight, 
Pl talk of Love all Day, and act it all the Night; 
Pleaſure and I, as to one Goal deſign'd, 
Will run with equal pace, while Sorrows flag be- 
(hind, 
O that I had but Jove's unbounded Might; 
To lengthen Pleaſures, and extend a Night ! 
Three trivial Nights {how'd not myWiſh y 


fine, 


WholeTears themſelves,and Ages ſhow'd _ 


To make my Joys as laſting, as Divine. 
Then wou'd I lye enclosd within her Arms, | 


| Fierce as my Love, and Vig”rous as her Charms; 
And both ſhou'd be, (cou'd I decree their Stats) 


As fixt, andas immutable as Fate: 
The 
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Then wond'ring Mortals ſhou'd with Envy ſee, 

That only thoſe were bleſt who Lov'd likeme; 

and Gods themſelves ſhou'd at my Bliſs repine, bv 

And learn to mend their now imperfeQ Joys by 
mine. 
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Is Initation of HORACE. 
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Written by Mr. THO. TY ALDEN. 
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Inn 


I, 


dl i HE Man that's uncorrupt, and free from 


guilt, 


That the Remorſe of ſecret Crimes nere felt: 
Whoſe Breaſt was ne're debaucht with Sn, 
' But finds all calm, and all at peace within - 
In his Integrity ſecure, 
He fears no danger, dreads no pow: : 
Ufeleſs are Arms for his Defence, 
That keeps a faithful guard of Innocence. 


Secure 
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Secure the happy Innocent may rove, 

The Care of ev'ry Pow'r aboye: 

Altho* unarni'd he wanders o're 
The treacherous Libia's Sands,and faithleſs Shore. 

Tho' ore thi inhoſpitable brows” 

Of ſavage Caucaſus he goes: 

Thro' Africt*s Flames, thro? Scythia's Snows, 
Or where Hjdaſpes, fam'd for Monſters, flows. 

Jo # 

For as within an unfrequented Grove, <SH 

I tugd my willing Lyre to love: 

With pleaſing amorous thoughts betray'd, 
byond my Bounds inſenſibly I ſtray'd. 

A Wolf that view'd me fled away, 

He fled, from his defenceleſs prey : 

When I invok'd Maria's aid, 
Altho? unarm'd, the trembling Monſter fled. 
Not 
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Not Dauniz's teeming Sands, nor barb*rous Shore 
FE're ſuch a dreadful Native bore : 
Nor Africk*s nurſing Caves, brought forth, 
So fierce a Beaſt, of ſuch amazing growth. 
Yet vain did all his Fury prove, 
Againſt a Breaſt thats arm'd with Love: 
Tho? abſent, fair Maria's Name 
Subdues the fierce, and makes the ſavage tame. 
j ” 
Commit me now to that abandon'd place, 
Where chearful light withdraws its rays; 
No beams on barren Nature ſmile, 
Nor fruitful Winds refreſh th intemperate Soil. 
But Tempeſts, with eternal Froſt, 
Still rage around the gloomy Coaſt : 
Whilſt angry Fove infeſts the air, 
And, black with Clouds, deforms the ſullen year 
Bid | 0 


' 


f MISCELLANT POEMS. n7s 


— 


_— 


6. 


(rplace me now beneath the torrid Zone,  , 


To.live a Borderer on the Sun : 

Send me to ſcorching Sands, whoſe heat 
Guards the deſtructive Soil from Humane feet. 

Yet there I'll ſing Maria's Name, 

And ſport, uninjur'd, mulſt the Flame: 
Maia's Name ! that will create, even there, 


A milder Climate, and more temperate Air. 


w_ 
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TO 
His Perjurd Miſtref;. 
From HORACE. 


Nox erat, & celo fulgebat luna ſereno, &c, 


WF || By Mr. T. YAL DEN. 


LO 


T was one Evening, when the riſing Moon 
Amudſt her Train of Stars diſtin&ly ſhone: 
Serene and calm was the inviting Night, 
And Heav?n appear'd in all its luſtre bright ; 
. When you, Neera, you my perjur*d Fair, 
Did, to abuſe the Gods and me, prepare. 
Twas then you ſwore, remember faithleſs Maid, 
With what indearing Arts you then betray'd: 
| Rememd: 
v 
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temember all the tender things that paſt, 


— 


When round my neck your willing arms were caſt 


Thecirckling I-ys when with Oaks they joyn, 


&m looſe, and coy, to thoſe fond Arms of thine. 


Believe, you cry*d, this ſolemn Vow believe, 
Tienobl-ft Pledge that Love and I can give: 
0r if there's ought more ſacred here below, 
Let that confirm my Oath to Heay?n and you. 
lf &re my Brealt a guilty Flame receives, 
0r covers Joys, but what thy preſence gives|: K 
May ev'ry injur?d Pow'r aſſert thy Cauſe, 
and Love avenge his violated Laws : 
While cruel Bzaſts of Prey infett the Plain, 
And Tempelts rage upon the faithleſs Main : 
While Sighs andTears ſhall iftningVirgins move» 


9 long, ye Powers, will fond Neers love. 


N 
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R Þ | 
Ah faithleſs Charmer, lovely perjur*d Maid! 


Are thus my Vows, and generous Flame repay'd' 
Repeated flights I have too tamely bore, 

Still doated an, and ſtill been wrong'd the more. 
Why doT liſten tothat Syrens Voice, 

Love ev*nthy Crimes, and fly to guilty Joys! 
Thy fatal Eyes my beſt Reſolves betray, 

My Fury melts in ſoft deſires away : 

Each look, each glance, for all thy Crumes attone, 


Elude my Rage, and I'm again undone. 


Lon 


But if my uyur'd Soul dares yet be brave, 


Unleſs Pm fond of Shame, confirm?d a Slave: 
I will be deaf to that enchanting Tongue, 


> Nor on thy Beauties gaze away my Wrong, 
At length I'll loath each proſtituted Grace, 
Nor court the leavings of a cloy*d Embrace; 
But 
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But ſhow, with manly Rage, my SoulP's above 


The cold returns of thy exhauſted Love. 


* WI Then, thou ſhalt juſtty Mourn at my diſdain, 
Find all thy Arts, and all thy Charms in vain : 
Shalt Mourn,whilſt I,with nobler F lames, purſue 
Jome N ymph as fair, tho? not unjuſt, as you 
Whoſe Wit, and Beauty, ſhall like thine excel, 


But far ſurpaſs in Truth, and loving well. 


But wretched thou who e're my Rival art, -* 
That fondly boaſts an Empire o're her Heart : 
Thou that enjoy it the fair inconftant Prize, 
and vainly triumplyſt with my Victories ; 
Unenvy*'d now, 0're all her Beauties rove, 

Enjoy thy Ruin, and Neer2's Love : 

Tho'Wealth,and Honours grace thy noblerBirth, 


Tobribe her Love, and fix a wand'ring Faith: 


N 2 Tho» 
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Tho? ev*ry Grace, and ev*ry Virtue joyn, 

T inrich thy Mind, and makethy Form divine: 
Yet bleſt with endleſsCharms, too ſoon you”! prove 
The Treacheries of falſe Neera's Love. 

Loſt, and abandon'd by tl ungrateful Fair, 
Like me you'l Love, be Injur'd, and Deſpair, 
When left th* unhappy Objett of her Scorn, 
Then ſhall I ſmile to ſee the Victor mourn, 


Laugh at thy Fate, and triumph in my turn. 
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Th XVI ODE of the 24. Book 


Tranſlated by an unknown Hand, 
Beginning, 


Otium Diuos rogat, &C. 


I 

Hen ſtormy Winds begin to riſe, 
wW And Moon and Stars dodiſappear ; 
Then to the Gods the Seaman cries, 
Wiſhing himſelf at Quiet here. 

2 

For Peaegthe Souldier takes up Arms 3 
For Peace he boldly ventures Lite : 


For that he follows War's Alarms : 


Hoping to gain by Toil and Strife. 


N 3 
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That Quiet, and Content of Mind, 
Which is not to be bought or Sold ; 
Quiet, which none as yet cou'd find 
In Heaps of Jewels, or of Gold. 

4 
For neither can Wealth, Pow'r, or State 
Of Courtiers, or of Guards the Rout, 
Or Gilded Roof, or Brazen Gate, 
The Troubles of the Mind keep our. 


3 


That Man alone 1s happy here, 

Whoſe AU will juſt himſelf maintain : 
His ſleep is not diſturb'd with Fear, 

Or broke with ſordid Thirſt of. Gain. 


| 6 
Then why do we, fince Life's ſo ſhort, 
Lay out Deſigns tor what's to come ? 
Wiy 
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Why to another Air reſort, 


Forfaking this our Native Home. 
7 
Trouble will at our Heels be till, 
Swift as the Roe-Buck, or the Wind ; 


Twill follow us againſt our will, 


For none can leave himſelf behind. 

8 
What does our Wandring then avail, 
Care will not be forgot, or loſt ; 


Twill reach us tho? we're under Sail ; 
And find us on another Coalt. 


Man, with his preſent ſtate content, 
ShouMcave to Providence the reſt : 


Uſing the time well Heav'a has lent, 


For no: one here's entirely bleft. .. 


N 4 10 Achilles 
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10 
Achilles yielding ſoon toFate, 
Was ſnatch'd from off this Mortal Stage. 
Tythos enjoy*'d a longer Date, 
And labour'd under lingring Age. 

I1 we” 
$0 if it pleaſe the Fates, you may 
Reſign your Soul to ſudden Death ; 
Whilſt I, perhaps, behind muſt ſtay, 


To breath a longer ſhare of Breath, 


I2 
You round you daily do behold 
Your thriving Flocks, and fruitful Land ; 
Which bounteous Fortune has beftow'd 
On you, with no Penurious Hand, 

* 5 Is 
A little Country Scat by Heaven 


Is what's allotted unto me : 
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AGenius t00? the Gods have given, 


Not quite 2 erla hs Poetry : 


ind a firm Reddy Soul, that i is above 


Either the Vulgar*s hatred, or their love. 
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Advice to C AL1 4 


I 


S it not madneſs thus to be 
I Coy, and your Minutes waſte ; 
To let the World be envying me 
Pleaſures I n&er did taſte ? 


2 
Since this foul Scandal we have got, 
Conſent, and yield for ſhame ; 


For all your Vertue now will not 


Patch up your broken Fame, 
3 
Why ſhould our Bliſs then be peay'd 7 ? 
The World can ſay no more 
Than what it has already ſaid, 
And that is, thou'rt a Whore, 
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Advice to C U PID. 


I 
Ho? I'm a Man in ev*ry Part, 
I And much inclin'd to Change ; 
ſet I muſt ſtop my wand'ring _— 

When it deſires to Range. 

2 

[ mult indeed my Cz/ love, 

Altho* I have enjoy*d ; 
And make that Bliſs ſtill' pleaſant prove, 
With which I have been cloy'd. 
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w. A 


I muſt that fair one Juſtice do, 
I muſt fill conſtant be; 

For 'twee unkind fo be untrue, 
Whilſt ſhe is true to me. 


4 


Then, Cupid, I muſt teach you how 
To make me ſtill her Slave; - 
That Food to make me reliſh now, 


Which|once a Surfeit gave. 


Z 


You muſt, to play tlis Game at firſt, 
Some Jealouſy contrive; 

That ſhe may vow I am the worſt, 
And talleſt Man alive. 


—_— — — 
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t her in Anger perſevere, 


Re Jealous as before ; 

ill T begin to huff, and ſwear 

[ll never ſee her more. 

a 7 

Then let her uſe a little Arr, 

and lay aſide her Frown ; 

t her ſome amorous Glances dart, 

Tobring my Paſhon down. 

$ / 

[lus whilſt I am again on Fire, | 
Make me renew my Pain : 

lake her conſent to my deſire, 


And me ſtill hug my Chain. 


Cornelius 
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I muſt that fair one Juſtice do, 
I muſt till conſtant be; 

For *twege unkind fo be untrue, 
Whilſt ſhe is true to me. 


q 


Then, Cupid, I muſt teach you how 
To make me ſtill her Slave; - 
That Food to make me reliſh now, 


Which once a Surfeit gave. | 


) yr 
You muſt, to play this Game at firſt, 


Some Jealouſy contrive ; 


That ſhe may vow I am the worſt, 
And falleſt Man alive. 
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46 
lt her in Anger perſevere, 
Be Jealous as before ; 


| T begin to huff, and ſwear 


1] never ſee her more. 


- 
en let her uſe a little Arr, 


And lay afide her Frown ; 
ler her ſome amorous Glances dart, 
Tobring my Paſſion down. 
8 
bus whilſt I am again on Fire, 


Make me renew my Pain : 


Make her conſent to my deſire, 


And me ſtyl hug my Chain. 


Cornelius 
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Cornelis Gallus Tmitated 


A LYTRICK, 


By my Ld. R. 


I 


Y Goddeſs, Lyd:a, Heav'nly Fair ! 
M As Lilhs ſweet, as ſoft as Air : 
Let looſe thy Treſles, ſpread thy Charms, 
And to my Love give freſh Alarms, 


2 
O let me gaze on thoſe bright Eyes ; 
Tho' ſacred Lightning from *em flies: 
Shew me that ſoft, that modeſt Grace, | 


Which paints with charming Red thy Face. 
3 Give 
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xe me Ambroſia in a Kiſs, 
xt I may Rival Jove in Bliſs; 
That I may mix my Soul with thine, 


] 


1nd make the Pleaſure all Divine. 
Ri 

0 hide thy Boſom's killing White, 

(The Milky-way 1s not ſo Bright ;) 


=_ 


lat you my raviſh'd Soul oppreſs 

With Beauty's Pomp, and ſweet Excels. 
5 

Thy draw?ſt thou from the Purple Flood)! 

Vt my kind Heart, the vital Blood ? 

Thou art all over Endleſs Charms ! 


Vake me, Dying, to thy Arms. 
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APOLLOs Grief 


For having Kjll'd HY ACINTH by Aciiden, 
In Imitation of OV I'D. 


By my Ld. R. 


Weet Hyacinth, my Life ! my Joy ! 
What have I done ! my lovely Boy ! 

With Kiſſes I wou'd ſtop thy Soul ; 

But On! the Fates my Bliſs controul. 

For thee I Languiſh, wiſh to Dye, 

And weary grow of Immortality. 

Yet with my Harp I'll ſound thy Praile, 

And to the Stars thy Beauties raiſe, 

Straight thou ſhalt riſe with Purple Grace, 


And with the ſame Inviting Face : 
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Thy Blood/ſhall turn the Lilly Red ; 
(Mourning) ll wear it on my Head. 

The World ſhall Celebrate thy Fame, 

And Feaſts be calPd by thy dear Name ; 
With Fhaczzth Heav*n ſhall reſound, 

While Ecchoes catch the Charming Sound, 
The fatal Loſs, thus ſad Apollo mourn'd, 

Of the fair Boy, for whom ſo much he burn'd. 
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Era. 


By my Ld. R. 


| Here is he gone whom I Adore ? 
That God-like Man I ſee no move : 

Yet, without reſt, his Tyrant Charms 
Beat in my Heart ſtill new Alarms. 

Y * 
Aſſiſt dear Honour, take my part, 
OrI am loſt, with all my Art; 
Tear his Idea from my Breaſt, 
Tho), with it, I am more than Bleſt. 

3 

My Reaſon too, prepare your Arms, 
Leſt he return with greater Charms ; 
Love's fatal and empoiſon'd Dart, 


Draw from my Tender, Bleeding Heart. 
0N 
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JHappyneſs of aRetir'd Life, 
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Br Mr. CHARLES DRTDEN. Sent to 
his Father from IT ALT. 


 —— 
— 


A 


Vows to the Gods, he never more for Gain 
Will tempt the Danger of the Faithleſs Main; 
But hugs himſelf upon the friendly Shoar, 


S in a Shipwrack ſome poor Sailer toſt, 


By the rude Ocean, on a Foreign Coaſt ; 


at 
. 
A 


2 


ind loves to hear the raging Billows Roar, 
That ſpend their Malice, and can hurt no more,*- 
ju ſo the Wretch, who can no longer ſtand 

The Shocks of Fortune,and is wreck'd at Land ; 
Lays down the Burthen of his Carss, to find 
4Slitary Place, and Quiet Muid : 


O 2 Chuſing 
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Cliuſing Content with Poverty to meet, 
Before a Fortune, infagouly great. 
This, bn reſpet vofGold and Silver, Poor, 
But Rich in Soul, and Virtues better Store: 
He Digs in Nature's Mines, and from her Sgil 
He Reaps the noble Harveſt of his Tall; 
His Thoughts mount upward to theirMotherSky 
And,purg'd from Drols, exert th Etherial Energ; 
The dusky proſpect of his Life grows Clear, 
And Golden Scenes of Happineſs appear. 


Then from the Summer of Philoſophy, 
Secure bumſelf, Mankind he may deſcry, 
Induftrious mn the ſearch of their own Miſery. 


Like moiling Ants, in various paths they run, 
And ftrive in vain the Rubs of Life to ſhun. 

To different Ends their Ations they Addrels, W 
Whuch meet, and center in Unhappineſs. 
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we Toils, and Struggles, in purſuit of Fame, 
1 eraſps, with greedineſs, an empty Name: 


ſing'd with 'Ambition, others ſoar ſo high,. 


tey fall, and cannot bear ſo thin a Sky : 


Ths Wretch, like Cre/zs, in the midſt of Store 


is fadly Pyning, and believes he's Poor. _ 


The Wiſe Man Laughs at all their Pains,fecure 
vm Lording Paſhons, which thoſe Fools endure. 
Xpair and Hope are baniſh'd from his Breaſt ; 
mes, and Feavers that allow no Reſt ; 

dLuſt, and Pride, the Mother of Diſdain, 
Md Thirſt of Honour, with her anxious Train, 
\0 longer Warring, Peace of Soul deny, 
put Exiles of the Mind their once lov*d Manſions 

fy. 
\or Love miſplac'd, nor Malice now controul, 


ight Reaſon”s uſe, the Guardian of the Soul. 
O 3 His 
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His Thoughts unbiaſs'd, and no longer toſt, 
Of Solid Judgment now ſecurely Boaſt. 


The fierce, unruly Race of Paſſions dye, 
And the free*d Soul afſerts her Liberty. 


Inſtead of inward War, Sweet Pcace of Mind, 
And filent eaſe,” with all their quict Kint, 


The noble Regions of his Hcart regain ; 
And with a Calm, and gentle Empire Reign, 


Silence becomes an Amicable G ueſt, 
Break: 


And Peare,with down y Wings,fits brooding on bs 


Soft Hours paſs over, void of Noiſe, and Strife 
And gently Waft him-to the Verge of Life: 
While in a flow, and regular Decay, 

Death ſteals, unfelt, upon his ſetting Day : 


As Mellow Fruits, ungather'd, drop away. 


Bleſt Solitude ? O harmleſs, eafie State! 
Entrencht in Wiſdom, from the Storms of Fate. 
Thy 
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Thus on a Bleaky Clift, the Regal Tree, 
Afail'd by Winds, and Heav*ns Inclemency, 


— - 


Expands his Branches o're the Clouds, above 
Their Blaſts, unmov*d as his Immortal Jore. 
The Gods ſmile on us, and propitiovs are, 
When Prudence docs our Actions firſt prepare. 
The Stroaks of Fortune Fools alone endure; 


The Wiſe and V irtuous can themſelves ſccure. 


This Charles of Spain, and Drocleſian knew, 
Who timely from the conquer” dWorld withdrew; 
Oppreſt with Fame,they laid the Burthen down, 
and wiſely, for Content exchang'd a Crown. 
Lords of themſelves, and of their Paſſions grown, 
Ml They made new Reems and Congueſts of their own: 
Norhad they need more Nations to Subdue, 


Themſelves were Emperours and Empires too : 


O4 TI 
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Th? exteriqr Shows of Greatneſs they declin4, 
And for an Eden loſt, gain'd Paradiſe of Mind, 


Elibum juſtly was by Poets feign'd, 
A Seat which none but quiet Souls obtain'd. 
Sweet Mhrtle Groves (where Birds for ever Sing) 
And Meadows Smiling with Immortal Spring ; 
Were ſecret Manſions of Eternal Ret, 
And made Retirements for the Pious Bleſt. 


O! that kind Heav'n wou'd grant me a Retreat 
(before I dy e) in ſome ſweet Country Seat: 
Or (it my Wiſhes have too largea Bound) 
An hum_le Cottage fenc'd with Oſters round ; 
Where Silver Streams in Flow*ry Valleys glide, 
And rows of Willows deck the Rivers ſide. 
O with what Pleaſure wou'd my Soul forega 


This Riot of a Life ! this Pomp of Woe ! 
Supply'd 
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wpply'd with Food, wluchNature's Bounty gave, 
| need of nothing, nothing wou'd I crave; 

My future Aftions ſhou'd my paſt Redeem, 

And all my Life be ſuited to my Theme, 
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The Paſſhon 


OfIBIV.BIL IS 


From the ninth Book of 


0 V I D Metamorphoſi 


EE , 


— — 


Ken | By Ste. Harvey Eſq; 


Ay. hs 
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_E T the fad Fate of wretched Byblis prove 
'þ A diſmal Warning to Unlawful Love; 
One Birth gave being to the hapleſs Pair, 

But more was Caunas than a Silter's Care ; 
Unlinowh the Lov?d, for yet the gentle Fire ' 
Roſe not in Flames, nor kindled to deſire ; 
'I'was thought no Sin to wonder at his Charms, 
Hang on his Neck, and Languiſh in his Arms; 
Thus wing'd with Joy,fled the ſoft Hours away, 


And all the fatal Guilt on harmleſs Nature lay. 
But 
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But Love (too ſoon from Piety declin*d) 
aſenſibly deprav?d her yielding Mind. 
Dreſs'd ſhe appears, with niceſt Art adorn'd, 


j, 


And ev'ry Youth, but her lov'd Brother, ſcorn'd; 
For him alone ſhe labour'd to be Fair, 

(pare, 
And curit all Charms that might with hers com- 
'Twas ſhe, and only ſhe, muſt Caunas pleaſe, 
Sick at her Heart, yet knew not her Diſeaſe: 
She calPd him Lord, For Brother was a Name 
Too cold and dull for her aſpiring Flame ; 
And when he ſpoke, if Siſter, he reply*d, 
For Byblis change that frozen Word, ſhe cry'd ; 
Yet waking ſtill ſhe watch'd her ſtrugling Breaſt, 


And Love's Approaches were in vain addreſs'd, 


my 


Till gentle Sleep an eaſy Conqueſ,made, 
And in her Soft embrace theConquerour was laid; 


But 
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But oh too ſoon the pleaſing Viſion fled, 

And left -her Bluſhing on the conſcious Bed, 

Ahme ! (ſhe cry*'d) how monſtrous do I ſtem? 

Why theſe wild Thoughts ? and this inceſtuoux 
Dream? 

Envy her ſelf (tis true) muſt own his Charms, 

But what is Beauty in a Siſter's Arms ? 

Oh were I not that deſpicable ſhe! 

How Bleſt, how Pleas'd, how Happy ſhow'dThe! 

But unregarded now muſt bear my Pain, 


And,but in Dreams, my wiſhes can obtain : 


O Sea-Born Goddeſs! with thy wanton Boy ! 
Was ever ſuch a charmiug Scene of Joy ? 
Such perfect Bliſs ! ſuch raviſhing Delight! 
Ne're hid before in the kind Shades of Night. 
How pleasd my Heart ! in what ſweet i 
Ev*n Life it ſelf in the ſoft Combat loſt, 
| Wh , 
4 
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While breathleſs he, on my heav*d Boſom lay, 
and ſnatch'd the Treaſures of my Soul away. 


If the bare Fancy ſo aftets my Mind, 
How ſhou*d I rave if to the Subſtance join'd ? 
0h, gentle Caures | quit thy hated Line, 
Or.let thy Parents be no longer mine ! 
Oh that in Common all things were injoy'd, 
But thoſe alone who have our hopes deſtroy?d. | 
Were I a Princeſs, thou an Humble Swain, 
The Proudeſt Kings ſhow'd Rival thee in vain: 
It cannot be, alas! the dreadful Ill 
Is hx'd by Fate, and he's my Brother Still : 
Hear me, ye Gods ! I muſt have Friends in Heav*n, 
For Jove himſelf was to a Sifter giv'n: 


But what are their Prerogatives above 
Tothe ſhort Liberties of Humane Love ? 
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Fantaſtick thoughts ! down,down,forbiddenFir 
Or inſtant Death extinguiſh my deſires ; 
Strict Virtue, then, with thy malicious leave, 
Without a Crime I may a Kiſs receive : 
Rut-ſay ſhow'd I in ſpight of Laws comply, 
\Yet cruel Caunus might himſelf deny, 
; No Pity take of anafflifted Maid, 
| (ForLoves fweetGame muſt be byCouples play'l, 
Yet why ſhou'd Youth, and Charms like mine 
deſpair ? 
/ Such Fears ne're ſtartled the /£0/ian Pair, 
No tyes of Blood could their full hopes deſtroy, 
They broke through all, for the prevaling Joy; 
And who can tell but Caunus too may be 
Rack'd and 'Tormented in his Breaſt for me ? 
Like me, to the extreameſt Anguiſh drove, 
Like me, juſt waking from a Dream of Love: 


pu 
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But ſtay ! Oh whither wow'd my Fury run ! 
What Arguments I urge to be undone |! 

way fond Byblis, quench theſe guilty Flames ; 
(wnus thy Love but as a Brother claims ; 

[et had he firſt been touch'd with Love of me, 
The charming Youth cow'd I deſpairing ſee ? 
(ppreſs'd with Grief, and Dying by Diſdain ? 

4h no! too ſure I ſhow'd have eas'd his pain: 


Mnce then, it Camus ask'd me, it were done, 
king my ſelf, what dangers can I run ? 

But canſt thou ask ? and ſee that right betray*d 
From P)rrha down to thy whole Sex convey'd? _ 
That felf-denying Gift we all enjoy, 

(wiſhing to be won, yet ſeeming to be coy : 
Well then; for once,let a fond Miſtreſs woe, 

e force of Love no Cuſtom can ſubdue ; 


is frantick Paſſion he by words ſhall know, 


ft as the melting Hearr from whence they flow. 
The 
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The Pencil then in her fair Hand ſhe held, 
By Fear diſcourag'd, but by Love compel[4; 
She Writes, then Blots, Writes on, and Blotsz. 


galls 
Likes it as fit, then razes it as vain; 


Shame, and Aſſurance in her Face appear, 
And a faint Hope juſt yielding to Deſpair; 
Siſter was Wrote, and Blotted as a Word 
Which ſhe, and Cawns too (ſhe hop'd) abhorr'd, 
But now reſolv*d to be no more controuPd, 

By Scrupulous Virtue, thus her Grief ſhe told, 


© Thy Lover (gentle Caunus) wiſhes thee 
* That health, which thou alone canſt give tome. 


« Ocharming Youth, the Gift I ask beſtow, 
« F'rethou the Name of the fond Writer know; 
« To thee without a Name I would be known, 
*Since knowing that, my Frailty I muſt own; 
Jet 
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«Yet why ſhowd I my wretched Name conceal ? 
«When thouſand Inſtances my Flames reveal : 
+ * Wan Looks, and weeping Eyes, have ſpoke my 


thavi: | | (vain; 

* And Sighs diſcharg'd from my heay*d Heart in 
Had I not wiſh'd my Paſſion might be ſeen, 
«What cou'd ſuchFondneſs andEmbraces mean? 
«Such Kiſſes too! (Oh heedleſs lovely Boy) 

\& *Withouta Crime no Siſter could Enjoy : 
"Yet (tho? extreameſt Rage has rack'd my Soul, 
And raging Fires in my parch'd Boſom Roul) 
«Be Witneſs, Gods! how piouſly I ſtrove 
Torid my Thoughts of this inchanting Love, 
"But who cow'd ſcape ſo fierce, and ſure a Dart, 
* Aim'd at a Tender and Defenceleſs Heart? 
* Alas! what Maid cov'd ſuffer, I have born, 
*Ee the dire ſecret from my Breaſt was torn, 


P To 
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« To thee a helpleſs yanquiſh'd Wretch I come, 


« ?Tis you alone can ſave, or give my Doom, 
 « MyLifeorDeath,this Moment you may chuſe, 
« Yet think, Oh think, no hated Stranger ſues, 


. & No Foe, but one, Alas ! too near ally'd, 


« And wiſhing ſtill much nearer to be ty'd. 
«The Forms of Necency let Age debate, 
&« And Virtues Rules by their Cold Morals ſtate, 


*'Their ebbing Joys give Leafure to inquire, 


© And blame thoſe noble-Flights our Youth in- 


ſpire: 


* Where Nature kindly ſummons let us go, p 

** Our ſprightly Years no bounds in Love ſhould Wy 
know, x 

* Shou'd feel no check of Guilt, and fear no1l, F 

* Lovers and Gods at all things at their Will: 7; 

. *Wegain one Bleſſing from our hated Kin, 


« Since our Paternal Freedom hides the Sin, 
; « [ncet- 
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ncenſur'd ineach others Arms we lye, 
iThink then how eaſy to complear qur Joy : 
«0h pardon and oblige a bluſhing Maid, 
«Whoſe Rage the pride of her vain Sex betray'd, 
{Nor let my Tomb thus mournfully complain, 


* Here Byblis lies, by her lov'd Caunus Slain, 


Forc?d here to end, ſhe, with a falling Tear 
Temper'd the plyant Wax, which did the Signet 
| bear; 
The curious Cypher was impreſs*d by Art, 
But Leve had ſtamp'd one deeper in her Heart ; 
Her Page, a Youth of Confidence and Skill, 
Feret as Night) ſtood waiting on her Will, 
Shing (ſhe cry*d) bear this (thou faithful Boy) 


lomy ſweet Partner in cternal Joy: 


P 2 
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Here a long pauſe her ſecret Guilt confeſ'd, 
And when at length ſhe would have ſpoke the 


reſt, 
Half the dear Name lay buried in her Breaſt, 


Thus as he liſtned to her vain Command, 
Down fell the Letter from her trembling Hand 
The Omen Shock'd her Soul: Yet go (ſhe cry'() 

_ Can a Requeſt from Byb/zs be deny'd ? 


To the Meanarian Youtl!'s this Meſſage born, 

The halfrread Lines by his fierce Rage weretor 

' Hence, hence, he cry*d, thou Pandar to her Luſt, iſ 
Bear hence the Triumph of thy Impious Trult: 
Thy Inſtant Death will but divulge her Shame, 

Or thyLite'sBlood ſhould quench theGuiltyFlane 
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righted, from threatning Caunus he withdrew, 
4nd with the dreadful News to his loſt Miſtreſs 

flew. 

The fad Repulle ſo ſtruck the Wounded Fair, 

Her Senſe was buried in her wild Deſpair, 

Pale was her Viſage as the Ghaſtly Dead, 
| WW 4nd her ſcar*d Soul from the ſweet Manſion fled ; 


\ itt with her Life renew'd, her Love returns, 


1nd faintly thus her cruel Fate ſhe mourns : 
Tis juſt, ye Gods! was my falſe Reaſon blind ? 
To Write a ſecret of this tender kind ? 
Jl With Female Craft I ſhou'd at firſt have ſtrove, 
By dubious Hints to Sound his diſtant Love, 
andtry*d thoſe uſeful (tho? diſſembP'd) Arts 
Which Women Practice on diſdainful Hearts; 
| ſhov'd have watch'd wheace the Black Storm 


might riſe, | 
© = 1 had truſted the unfaithful Skies, 


P ; Now 
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Now on the rowling Billows I am toſt, 
And with extendedSaz/s,on the blind Shelves am lot. 
Did not indulgent Heav'n my Doom foretell, 
When from my Hand the fatal Letter fell ? 
What Madneſs ſeiz'd my Soul ? And urg'd me on 
To take the only Courſe to be undone ? 


I cou'd my ſelf have told the moving Tale 


CA 


With ſuch alluring Grace as muſt prevail ; 
Then had his Eyes beheld my bluſhing Fears, 
My riſing Sighs, and my deſcending Tears ; 
Round his dearNerk theſeArms I then had ſpread, 
And, if rejefted, at his Feet been Dead : 

If ſingly theſe had not his Thoughts inclin'd, 
Yet all united wow'd have Shock'd his Mind. 


| | 1] 
Perhaps, my careleſs Page might be in Fault, 
And ina lucklefs Hour the fatal Ms ſage brought, 


Buſinek 
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Buſineſs and Worldly Thoughts might fill his 
Breaſt, 
Sometimes ev*nLove it ſelf may bean IriſomGueſt : 


He cou'd not elſe have treated me with Scorn, 


For Caunus was not of a Tygreſs born, _ 


Not Steel nor Adamant has fenc'd his Heart, 
Like mine *ris naked to the burning Dart. 


Away falſe Fears! he muſt, he ſhall be mine, 


K 


'Tis vain to wiſh my written Crime unknown, « "ih 


In Death alone I will my Claim reſign; 


And for my Guilt much vainer to attone, 
Repuls'd, and hafled, fiercer ſtill ſhe Burns, 
AndCaunas with Diſdain her impiousLove returns. 


He ſaw noend of her injurious Flame, 


And fled his Country to avoid the Shame ; 


P 4 
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Forſaken Byblzs, who had hopes na more, 
Burſt out. in Rage, and her looſe Robes ſhe tore, 
With her fair Hands ſhe ſmote her tender Breal, 
And to the wondring World her Lore confel9d; 
Oe Hills and Dales, o're Rocks and Streams ſhe 

flew, 
But Aill in vain did her wild Luſt purſue ; 
Wearied at length on the cold Earth ſhe fell, 


And now in Tears alone cou'd her fad Story tell 
Relenting Gods, in Pity, fix*d her there, 
And to a Fountain turn'd the weeping Fair. 
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THE FIRST BOOK 
OF 


/IRGTIL's Georgicks. 
Tranſlated into 


ENGLISH VERSE 


By the Right Honourable 
JOHN Earl of LAUDERDALE. 


lelds to umprove, and when totill the Ground, 
How creeping V ines to lofty Elms are bound, 
To breed great Cattle, and the bleating kind, 
What Art or Nature has for Bees defign'd : 
My Muſe Mecenas now begins to ſing. 
Fountains of Light,from whom the Seaſons ſpring, 


Bechns, and Ceres, ſince your Pow'r Divine, 


for Acorns gave us Grain, for Water Wine, 


Ye 
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Ye Fauns propitious to the lab'ring Swaig, 
T ſing your Gifts, ye Dryads of the Plain ; 
Favour my Lays great Neptune on the Main, 
'Whoby-your mighty Pow'r, and Te:aent's For, 
Raigd from th' Athenian Shore theWarlike Hork 
You Guardian of the Woods and Sylvan Toil, 
WhdſeMilky Droves zvop Cea's fertile Iſle, 
bel Menilas and-Tegea be your:Care, rei 
Great Paz leave thy Lycean Groves, and tomy Aid 


Ofris who invented firft the Plongh, 
Sylvenus who makes Cypreſs Trees to grow, 
You Rural Gods who:Guard the Teeming Earth, 
By Nurling ſhowers can new-form*d Grain bring 
forth, 
Ce/ar,lince you, with Fateand Pow*rs above, 


Mixervs (for to you we Olives owe) | 


Comcealthe Sphere, your Dei ty ſhall move; 


Shal! 
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ql you to Cities and to Thrones give Law ? 
0r Coro, and Corn-proqucing Seaſons aw ? 
With Mrtle crown'd, to Thale o're the Main, 
WI With Thetis Rule, and over Seamea Reign : 


Wou'd you a Heav?nly Sign the. Npdzaque grace, 
Betwixt Erjgone, and Srorpion's place ? 
Who now toſtreighterBounds husClaws confines, 
And more than half of all his Heav'n reſigns. 
| What, God above, you are deſign'd to be, « 
For Hell dares never hope aKing like thee, 
Nor thy great Soul with ſuch a Throne agree. 
Tho' dreaming Greeks El:ſiax Fields admire, 
And Trivia flights her Mother's kind deſire. 
Proſper my Bold attempt, and eaſe my Pains, 


Both Pity me, and the laborious Swains : 
Condu&t us ſafe through the unbeaten way, 


And uſe your ſelf to hear us when we pray. 
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The Spring returning when the Snowy Hills 
Unvail their tops, and {well the gentle Rills; 
When Weftern Winds diffolve the mellow Soil, 
My welk-fed Bullocks then begin your Toil, 
Then to the Yoke your Brawny Shoulders yield, 
Then let the Shining Plowſhares cleave the Field, 
FromWinterGrain,that's ſown inFallow Mould, ) 


Twice warm'd bySummer,and twice nipp'd by 


Cold, 
Your Granaries ſhall ſcarce the produtt hol, 


But ere you untry*d Grounds begin to Plough, 


The reigning Winds,and Climates temper know: 


Find out the Nature of the Mould with Care, 


And what is proper for each Soil to bear : 


This Corn produces, there rich Wines abound, 
HereFruitT rees loadedBranches hide theGround, 
(Without Manuring) there kind Nature yields 
Luxuriant Paitures, and the Graſſy Fields. 


Os 
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OnTmolas Hill you ſee the Sffras grow, 

And Ivory, where Indes Streams o'reflow, 
Sean Shrubs weep Incenſe, Balſom, Gums ; 
The Martial Steel from Chahybs River comes; 
The Beaver-Stones on Poxtus Shores are found, 
Olampick-Mayes Feed on Epiras Ground. 
Totev'ry Lan® great Nature has aſſign'd 


Acertain Lot, which Laws eternal Bind. 


Fre ſince Deacalion through the empty Space 


ThrewStones,and rais'dMankinds obdurateRace, 


Rich Grounds plough ſtrongly, when the Yea 
| begun, 


r's 


Expoſe the Clods to dry with Summer's Sun? | 


In Autumn ſlightly till your Barren Land, 

Leſt choaking Weeds the ſpringing Seed com 
mand, 

Or aurſing Sap forſake th? unfruitful Sand. 


{ 


By 
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By Theervale your Ground "WO to Sow, 
That ſo the Mould by reſt may harder-grow, 
Or change your Seed, and for each Crop of Wee, 
| ACtop'of Vetches, Peaſe, or Beans repeat. 
Flax,” Oats, and Poppy; burn the tender Soil, 
Yet Sow by turns,they?ll recompence your Toll, 

Throw Dwng and-A4ſbes,on yourtungry Fields, 
Asreſt, the change of Seed advantage yields: 
From burning -of the Soul great Profit*s found; 
When crackling {tubble, Flames through barren 

Ground, 7 
The Earth from thence,/by Nature's ſecret Laws) 


Some ftrengthning Nouriſhment orV irtue draws, 
Or purg'd byBire, which hurtful Moifture drains, 
Or-for the fruitful Sap unlocks her Veins, 

Or if | too wide by raging Flames confin'd, 
Reliſts {pollo's Beams, and Blaſting Wind. 
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He who with Rakes 2nd Harrows breaks the 
; Bleſt by Ceres, and the Rural Gods : (ny 
Who with a conſtant and unwearted Hand ) 


\anures the furrow?d Ground, then ſmooths 


the Land, ( 
tall Monarch-like the ſtubborn Soil command. 
To Pow'rs Divine ye Ploughmen make your 
Pray”r, 
That Summers Moilt, that Winters may be Fair ; 
for Duſty Winters cheer the teeming Earth, 
Which Loads, inſtead of Crops of Wheat bring 
forth. | 
ch kindly Scaſons arc to Mſia giv*n, 


(Heav'a. 
Thus Gargars's Fields are Bleſt by bounteous 


Shall I next|ſing the Swain ?the Seed once Sown, 
Who breaks leſs Fertile Clods. And then ſets on 
The gentle Streams, or from a Hillocks Brow 


In burning Heats, makes rapid Torrents flow, 
Through 
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Through Pcbles rouling with a murnvringSound, 
The Cornrefreſh, and cool the thirſty Ground, 
OrSing of him, who when the Furrows heigh 
The Corn hath reach'd; leſt bounteous Nature 
Weight 
O're charge the Root, with careful Hand hetarss 
And in the Blade Crops off Luxuriant Ears. 
Or here relate the Ploughman's Toil and Pains, 
Who from his ſtagnate Ground the Moiſtur 
/ drains 
In Spring and Harveſt,when the ſwelling Floods 
With Muddy Slime o'reflow the tepid Clods. 
While Men and Cattle thus beſtow their Pains, 
The bitter Endivs ſhade, Srrymonian Crams, 
And ray?nous Geeſe are hurtful to the Grains. 
The Tillage firſt great Jove uneaſie made, 
And turn'd the Gift of Nature to a Trade, 
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1 He mortal Breaſts provok*d to Care and Pain, 


 W And bani{Wd Sloth from his more aQtive reign : 
+ WM Before his time the Ground no Ploughman tilld, 
I The Land no Maſters knew,nor Bounds theField, 
For all lay common, and the Lib'ral Earth 
glicited by none, for all brought forth. 
le ſtings to Serpents gave, made Wolves to prey, 
And rais'd loud Storms and Tempeſts on the Sea. 


* WI Honey which dropt before from leafs of Trees, 


He hid in Flow*rs, new Labour for the Bees. 
He harmleſs Fire to flinty Rocks did bind, 
And ſtreams of Wineto cluſter*d Grapes confin'd, 


Arts to invent, inur'd Mankind to Toll, 


Mi 
x 


Toearn their Living from the ſtubborn Soul, 
Then Boats of hollow Trees depreſs'd the Streams, 


New Stars the Seamen number'd, gave them 


Names, 
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Theſe which compoſe the Bul/,and theſe the Beg. 


Men then found out for ſinaller Beaſts the Snare, 


Hounds forthe nobler Game the Woods beſer, 


With Birdlime caught the Fowl, for Fiſh the 
Net 


In Pools they threw, or in the Ocean wet. 


% 


Men then found out the uſe of murth'ring Steel, 
And Oaks the rugged Saw for Wedges feel. 
Thus uſcful Arts were firſt found out of old, 
And Want and Labour made Invention bold. 
When to Mankind Dodone Aid deny'd, 

Nor Fruit, | nor Acorns for their Food ſupply'd, 
Then bountcous Ceres Mortals Tillage taught, 
Thar heav*nly BlefſingCuric and Labour brougit. 
For Mildews blaſt the Stalks, and rot the Seeds, 
The Lands oppreſt with Thi/Hes, Burrs,and Weed; 
Thick Rrjers, and Brambles choak the riſing Grai, 


And o're the Fields wild O:ts, and Darrel reigh. 
Wit 
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« WiVith Rakes, and Harrows Ceres Foes purſve, 
 Minplore the Gods for Rain, and kindly Dew, 
1nd fright with ſounds the Birds which Corn ins 
vade : 
With Pruning-hooks lop off the leafy Shade, 
0: you in vain your Neighbours Wealth ſhall 
mourn, | 
1nd for your former Food to Oaks return, 
Next ſturdy Ploughmens ncedtul Tools I ſhew, 
For without theſe they neither Reap, nor Sow ) 
And firſt of all, the Ploughs unweildy Load, 
Next Ceres Wains, which ſlawly beat the Road, 
Fluts, Sleads, and Hurdles by King Celeus found, 
ind Harrows drag'd with toil through labour'd 


Ground, 


With Pacckas myſtick Vans, all theſe prepare 


time, wou'd you the Rural Glories ſhare, 


Q 2 Youn Z 
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Young Elms with mighty force in Copſes boy, 


To ſhape them for the handles guide the Plough, 
To which'the Beam of Eight Foot long is joyn', 
The Head the maſſive Sock and mould-board 
band: (Lime the Yok 
Plough Tails which turn the Wheels of Beech, of 
Is made, and bothare try'd by Fire and Smazk 
Moſt of the Antient Rules I can declare, 
Unleſs you ſhun thoſe meaner Cares to hear, 
Your threſhing Floar delve, mix with Clg, and 
peat! (Heat 
With Rolers ſmooth, left parch*d with Summer) 
It chap and cleave, or noiſom Weeds ariſe, 
(For crouds of Foes invade thePloughman's Joys) 
There HKeld-Mice keep their Stores, and ther 


the Mole 
(Condemn'd to darkneſs) blindly works her Hok 


, 
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wch Earth-born Vermin ev*ry where abound, 
ſhe Toad in little Caverns taints the Ground ; 

\ WThe Corn-devouring Weeſels here reſide, 

{4nd Arts, foreſceing Age, for want provide. 

Confider well the Almonds in the Wood, 

Buds and Flow'rs the fragrant Branches load, 

four ſeed that Summer yields a mighty Crop : 

Butif ſuperfluous leafs the Boughs o'retop, | 

That Year yourThreſhing-Floar you beat in vain, 

And nought but Chaff and Straw expett for Graip, 

Many, I ſee, to aid the tardy Soul, ; 

Their Seed with Nztre mix, and Lees of Oyle, 

To fill the Husks, deceive the Lab'rours toil ; 


Then pick with labour, and expoſe to heat 
it gentle Fires, the hurtful Sap to ſweat, 
let ſtill degenerates, unleſs with care 


Tou cull the faireſt Secd for ev*'ry Year. 


4 


Q3 
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Thus cruel Fate onall things here below 


Imprints decay, and all muſt backwards go, 


To ſtem a [Tidep thus eager Seamen row ; 
But if they ſlack their Hands, in vain they ſtrive, 
For down the Stream with Violence they drive, 
Beſides the Swains I equally adviſe, 
To mark the Days the Kzds and Dragon riſe, 
And when ArBurus Shines in Northern Skies : 
As thoſe who homewards make their foaming 
way, 
Through Heleſpontus O ſter-breeding Sea. 
When Libr holds the Beam of equal height, 
Weighs Shades with Day, and Darkneſs with 
the Light : 
Then till yourGround, yourWinter Corn thenSm, 
Till cold De:ember's bluſt*ring Tempeſts blow. 
Poppey and Line-ſeed, when the Gleeb is dry, 
Be ſure to ſow, and catch a ſetled Sky. 
| Sow 


m4 } 


, p ﬀ 271 


Sow Beans and Cingquefoin in a Mell6w Soil, 
And Mike riſing from your Annual Toll ; 
Then when the Bull unlocks the ſpringing Year, 


When backward Argos Star forſakes the Sphere. 


If you deſign a mighty Crop of Wheat, 
Firſt in the Welt let faireſt Maja ſet : 
With riſing Phebas let her Siſters hide, 
| W And the bright Crown adorns Great Bacchus Bride 


[The Harveſtended) ſow, and truſt your hope | 


To lingring Clods, for the ſucceeding Crop. EY 
Who ſow before the Plezades go down, 


Shall ſee to Chaft their Expectation blown. 


But wou'd you Faſe!,' and poor Fitches low, 


Or wow'd you have Fgyptian Lenti!s grow ; 


Begin when fair Ca/zfo downward bends, 
And then continue till mid-Winter ends. 
The Sun the World by equal ſhares maintains, 


Andthro? Twelve Signs, inſhrin'd with Glory reigns; 


: Q4:. The 
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The Heav'ns five Zones divide, the midmoſt es 
With glowing heat, while ſcorching Phebu turns 
On either hand, the two Extreams bend lovy, 
Still ſtiff with Ice, and ſpread Eternal Snoyy. 
From bounds of chilling Cold, to-fiery Heat, 
The Gods have for poor Mortals fix*d a Seat : 
The Zydiaque Croſs theſe two in Oblique Line, 
Where Twelve Celeſtial Signs in order Shine, 
'Two Poles the Globe turn round, this ſeen to riſe 
Ore Scithias Hills, and that in Africt*s Skies: 
This ſhines ore head, to thoſe in Exrope dyvel|, 
That to th? Antipodes, and ſhades of Hell. 


Round this the Dragon's ſpiral Volumes glide, , 
Which, River-like, the Northera Bears divide, 


Who dread their Bodies in the M/zves to hide. 


Round that uninterrupted Night ſuſtains 


Her gloomy|Empire, and in Silence reigns ; 


Or 
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Or when Alive from our Heav*n declines, 
che thither flies, in Roſie ſplendour ſhines : 
And when her Courſers breath our Morning Rays, 


There Heſperus pale Fire ſhuts up the Days. 

from hence we may uncertain Seaſons knovv, 

Both when to reap the Grain, and when to ſow; 

When we may truſt the raging of the Sea, 

When well-armd Navjes may their Sheets diſplay: 

The proper time to fell and tumble down 

Tall Pines, which ſhade the lofty Mountains 
Crown. | 

Obſerve the Planets, and the Stars, with care, 

Both when they riſe, and when they diſappear, 

Mark how the Seaſons in their turns ſucceed, 

Which in four parts the circling Year divide. 


By Winter kept at home, the Swazrrs prepare 


Toſfave their labour, when the days are fair ; 


He 
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He Plough-Share arklds, he hollows Troughs 


and Barques, 
His Sacks| he Numbers, and his Cattle marks. 


Some Hedge-Poles make, ſome Forks, ſomety: 
the Vines, 
And he, for Baskets, bending Willows twines, 
Now dry your Wheat, and now with Marh{ 
orind. 
Nor are the Swans on Holy days confi 
From all their Tolls, Law and Beligits yield, 
Your Grounds to Water, and to fence your Field; 
To ſet the Snares for Birds, or Brambles Fire, 
Or waſh your Sheep, if ſo their Health require; 
Or drive your Aſs to Town, with Fruit and Oy}, 
Whence Pitch, and Hand-mills, load him home 
with Toil. 
For work, and labour, ev*ry changing Moo! 
Gives lucky days, the Fifth be ſure to ſhun: 
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It gave to Pluto, and the Faries Birth, 
0n it Typheus (born of teeming Earth) 


With Cexs and Japetus, were brought forth : 


, 


And Titan's cruel Race, ſo bold to dare 
Invade the Skies, and with the Gods make War. 
Oſs by them on Pelion thrice was thrown, 


0hmpus thrice did lofty Ofſa Crown, 
(down. 


Jove thrice with Thunder ſtruck the Mountains 


Next tothe Tenth, the Sev*nth to plant the Vine - 
Is lucky, then unbroken Bullocks joyn 
MW Then Weavers ſtretch your Stays upon the Waft. 
The Ninth for Trav*ling's good, and ill for Theft. 
Some works by cool of Night are better done, 
 B Or when the Dew prevents the riling Sun ; 
FW Parch'd Meadows, and dry Siubbl: Mow by Night, 


Then moiſture reigns, which flies Apolio's Itght. 


Scme 
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Some watch, and Torches ſharp with cleaving 
Knives, | 
Till late by Winter Fires ; their careful Wives 
To eaſe their Labour, glad the homely Rooms 
With chearful Notes, while Weaving on their 
Looms : | 
Or elſe in Kettles boyl New-Wine, and skim 
The Dregs with Leafs, when they 0 Ne-flowr the 
But reap/ your! Yellow Grain with glowing heat, 
Keg on your Flor, with ſcorching Phebas beat. 
When days are clear, then naked Til and Sor, 


In lazy Winter, Lab'rers lazy grow : 

For that's a jovial time, when jovial Swains 
Meet, and in Feaſting waſte their Sammer's Gains. 
(As Seamen come to Port from ſtormy Seas, 
Firlt Crown their Veſlels, then indulge their caſe.) 


/ 
| Yet 
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Yer that's the time to gather in the Wood, I 
Berries of Bays, or Mzrtles ſtain'd with Blood; 
Okves, or Acorns, your Fore-Fathers Food. 

Set Gins for Cranes, with Toils the Staggs incloſe, * 
Then Hunt the Hare, with Slings purſue the Does ; 
Then when the Fields are cover'd 0're with Szow, 
And Icy Gr, on rapid Ryvers grow. 

Shall I Autumnal Stars and Signs relate ? 
When days grovv ſhorter, and the Heats abate. \ 
Or ſhall I here inſtru the Lab'ring Swain, 

Hovv to fore-ſee vvhat Storms in Harveſt reign ? 

Or when their Show'rs the Springing Seaſons end, 

And ſtanding Corn like waving Sarges bend, / 

And Ears of Wheat their Husks with Milk * 
ſtend, 

Oft have I ſeen the Farmer to the Field 

His Reapers lead, while they crook'd Sickles wield, 


And 
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And graſp the brittle Sta/ks, with dreadful "My 
: The jarring W inds range the whole compaſs round, 
And by the Roots the Stem tear from the Ground: 
While Edd-W inds with tovv*ring Whirlings bear 
A loft the lighter Straw, through troubled Air; 
Then a prodigious Plump of Shoarleſs Flood 
Breaks from the Skie, and burſts $ gather'd 
Clouds. 
The Heav*n deſcends, and deluges the plain, 
And readers all the Bullocks Labour vain, | 
The unreap'd Seed is bury*d once again. 


| 


Torrents and Rivers ſvvell vvith hideous roars, IM 
The boyling Ocean beats the trembling Shoars; 
Amidſt the gloomy horrour, Fove from high 


| 
His Lightning flings through the tempeſtuous Shi, 
And ſhakes the mighty Globe, while Men and Buff 
Fly or fall doyvn, vvith ſudden fear oppreſt; 

| | 


'Gainlt 
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ainſt Rhodope he flaming Thunders throws, 
ws ſtrikes Epirus Hills, and ſteep Mount Athos 


_ 


— 


glows. 


The Winds and Rain increaſe, the Forreſts round 
1nd neighb*ring Shoars repeat the diſmal ſound. 


this you fear, obſerve the Monthly Signs, 

And Planets AſpeCts, thus their Verrue ſhines, 
oyn'd in dire&, oppos'd in oblique Lines. 

k to what Houſe cold Saturn's Beams repair, 

(r how Cylenzus points his erring Star. 

bit firſt of all Immortal Powers adore, 

With grateful Victims Ceres aid umplore, 
ind joyful on theGraſs herAnnual Rites reſtore. 
Then Lowbs are fat, and the delicious Wine, 
ind ſhady Hills, to pleaſing Sleep incline. 

When grizly Winter with his Storms is gone, 


and Spring returns, with the returning Sun : 


Then you,and all your Village-Neighbours joyn, 
And 
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And offer Honey, mix'd with Milt and Wixe, 

To Ceres mighty Name, in ſolemn guiſe 

ConduCtt thrice round your Fields the deſtin'4 
Sacrifice. 

With all your Rural Train in Chorus ſing; 

And to your homes with Vows the Goddeſs bring, 

Nor is it Lawful to unload the Ground, 

Till you theſe Rites perform with joyful ſound; 

And Dance, and ſing her Praiſe, with O«& 
Garlands Crown'd, 

Yet that you may by ſure Remarks livette 

Heat,Rain,and bluſtring Winds by Fovr's decree; 

The Monthly Circlings of the Moon foteſhew, 

The figns forerun, when Winds deſiſt to blow; 


And if the prudent Farmer heed this Law, 

He will his Cattle near his Stables draw. _. . 
(Yoice, 

But ere the Winds extend their Threatnung 


From Lofty Mountains comes a ruſhing nous, 
| The 
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The Ocean works, and ſwells, and beats the ſhoar 
From far, the Forreſfs ſend a murmring roar. 


Then Ships can ſcarcely live in rowling Waves, 
Soon as the Dacker diſtant Billows leaves; 

And ſtretches to the Land with piercing cry, 
When to the Sandy Shoar the Fex-dacks ply, 

r when the Hern her fenny Marſh forſakes; 
Andthrough the Clouds her airy Journey takes. 


Of you ſhall ſee, before great Winds ariſe, Wes. 

(What we call) falling. Stars, ſhbot through the 
Laving behind a gleam of trailing light 
Through gloomy Air, and humid ſhades of Night. 
Dry Leafs and Straw, whisk through the Air by 
and on the Water Feathers ſwim and play. (Cay, 
[ Thunder from fierce Borees Empire ſound, 
Then all the Villages and Fields are drown'd. 
f when two Winds from ſev'ral Coaſts conteſt, 
a once it Thunder, both from Eaſt and Weſt : 

| R ue 
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The Mariners at Sea"hand in their Sails. 
Rain unprepar*d no Mortal e&'re affails, 
The Cranes from Fens and Valleys ſee it riſe, 
And cut their Airy flight through liquid Skies, 
Ballocks turn up their Noſes in the Air, 
And ſnuff, and ſmell it coming from a-far. 
Circling the Ponds and Lakes, ſhrill Swifts ye 
view; | 
Frogs croke in Mud, and their old Plaints renew. 
The Arts through narrow paths their Eggs our 
vey : 
And, at both ends, the Rain-Bow drinks the Sex. 
The Rev'ns, from feeding, in great flocks appexr, 
And croke with noiſy flucring through the Air. 
Moſt Water-Fowl, but above all the reſt 
The Swans in An2's Lake who build their Neſt, 
Who Worms and Inſet?s pick, and ſeck their Foo 
In Flowry Meadows, near Cayſtras Flood ; 
Wit 
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wich Sable Ours they cut the Silver W, ave, 

Their Snowy Backs, their ruſtling Pennons lave; 

Now to the Stream they throw their Arched Crefts, 

Then ruſh through Billows with their downy 
Breaſts ; 

And now they dive,now clap their Wines,in vain 

They ftrive to waſh their Plumes, ſtill pure from 
ſtain, 

But ill they bathe, and that's a ſign of Rain. 

The ſullen Rook ſteps on dry Sand alone, 

And bawls for Rain, in a hoarſe-ſounding tone. 

Maids Rain foreſee, who work their nightly lots, 

From ſparkling Lamps, and Smoak congeaPd to 
knots. 

As theſe of Rain, ſo Rain once paſt appeat 
vie figns of Sur-ſhine, and of ſetled fair : 


R 4 
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The Stars then ſhine with ſmarter Fires byNighs,. 


And riſing Phebe ſhews ſo flaming bright, 
As not depending on her Brother's light. 

No ſtreaming Clouds in thin extended ſtreaks 
Fly thro? the Azure Skie like Woolly flakes. 
Nor Thetis Halcyons bask upon the Sand, 

Nor to the Sun, their glitring Wings expand, 
The Hog forgets to ſhred and-toſs about 


Bundles of Straw, with his polluted Snout. 


W lhe Rack flies lower; and the Clouds deſcend, 


And o're the Graff y Plains and Vales impend. 
The ſhricking Ow/, on lofty Roofs alone, 
With ſilence views Apollo's Beams go down. 
Nijas appears aloft in open Air, 

Poor Sqlla dearly pays his fatal Hair, 
Where-e're to ſhun her Mortal Foe ſhe flies, 
 Niſas purſues her whizzing thro? the Skies ; 


Where 
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Where-ere he cuts his way thro” fleeting Air, 
the flies him ſtill, her haſt's inſpir'd by fear. 
Next Rooks on Trees, with ſtrain'd and croking 
Throats, 
Redouble oft their ſhrill reſounding Notes ; 
Sruck with unuſual Joy, (the Rain now paſt) 
They chatter thro the Bowghs, and then in nes 
Review their Callow young, and pleaſing Neſt : 
[cannot think, their Breaſts. from Heav'n are fir'd, 
Or with Fore-ſight above their Fate inſpir'd. 
But when the temper.of the Elements, 


By moiſt*ning Wands, to moiſt from dry relents, 
That turn of. Nature has the influence, 

Thick to diſſolve, and what was thin condenſe : 
This frequent Change, all that has Life inſpires 
With other motions, and with new. deſires, 
Than when the Air was rent with Storms and 


Fires, 


R 3 From 
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From. hence theſe Concerts, Bird with Br-/ agrees, 
Sheep ſport in Fields, and Roots who pearch on 
Trees. | 
Obſerve th? all-liv*ning Sun, who in a Year 
His Cycle runs around the Starry Sphere ; 
The Moon in ev'ry Month performs the ſame, 
With motions juſted to his brighter Flame : 
To Morrow?s dawn ſhall never cauſe your fear, 
2 Or Night deceive you, when Stars twinkle clear, 
When Phete firſt new-borrow'd Light receives, 
And in her Ofb her Brother” s Courſers leaves, 
If the round gloomy Air dull Horns diſplay, 
It ſurely Rains, both on the Land, and Sea 3 
But if a glowing Red o're-ſpread her Face, 
Then Winds prepare their Courſers for the Race: 
That Virgin Goddeſs i is to bluſh inclin'd, 


Before the riſing of Tempeſtuous Wind. 
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F the fourth Night a clear and Silver Face, 
4nd pointed Horns, the changing Goddeſs grace; 
Next day, and all its Race, ſhall calmly ſhine, 
Till ſhe again her Brother's Globe conjoyn. 

This is the ſureſt Rule, heed well this day 

fe Seamen, and to Panopes pay 
And Glawcus Vows, tor Dangers ſcap'd at Sea. 

The Sun declares the temper of the Air, 


| 


Both when he ſets, and when his Beams appear : 
And Signs infallible attend his way, 

From Orient Floods, to Thetis Weſtern Sea. 

if when he riſes from the Eaſtern Main, 

Dull Cloudy Spots his Glorious Face diſtaine; 

Or yet behind a dark*ning Cloud retire, 
Obſcuring half of his incircled Fire ; 

Then Rainy South-Winds from the Blows ſpring, 
Ruine to Corn, to Trees, and Cattle bring. 


R 4 
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If Clouds digoyo'd on the Celeſtial Blue / chrough 
Leave yoids, by which his ſtragling Beams ſtrike 
If leaving Tithor's Bed, the Roſy Morn 
With paler Rays her fainting Looks adorn, ' 
Alas that day ! how ſhall Vine Leafs defend ., = 
'Thecluſter"dGrapes, which nurſingBranxches wT 
When ſtorms of Hail on Towns their Fury | 
ſpend. ' 


But it behoves thee more to view the Sun, 
When he his Courſe has round Ohympus run ; | 
For oft his Glorious Vifage changes Hue, 
It Rain denotes, if it decline to Blue ; | 
And Wind fore-tells, if of a fiery Red: 
Tf dusky ſpots with fiery ſtreaks o're-ſpread þ 
His radiant Looks, ſuch diſmal Signs declare ; 
Winds, Rain, and Tempeſt, Elemental War. 


For 
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far Sea, (that threatning Night) no Earthly 
Pow'r 

Shall tempt to haul my Cables from the Shoer, 

If the all-chearing God ſhine Native bright, 

Both when he brings the Day, and yields the 
Skie to Night, 

lovainthe thoughts of Srorms your Mindafright. 


Far Aquilonias from the North ſhall fly, (Skie: 
And gently moye the Wood, and breath an Azure 
klides the Sun ſhall Heſperas direCt, 

And ſhew what from his Pow'r you may expeft ; 
from the South it blows, a Rainy Skie, 

Or trom what Quarter dryer Vapours fly ; £ 


And who dares give the ſource of Light the lye? 


klides all theſe the Sun oft-times declares 
Murthers, Seditions, Tumults, Treaſons, Wars. 


He 
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He, pitying Rowe, when mighty Ceſar Blood, 
By Murthyring Hands was ſhed; within a Cloud 
Of Iron hue did all his Luſter ſhroud : 

Hid from ungrateful Men his Heav*nly Light, 
That impious Age fear'd an Eternal Night. 
[Theſe Wounds ev'n hurt the Sea, made Earth to 
| bleed 

Dogs, and ul-boding Birds, foretold the deed. WI 
How oft from Ernz's thundring Caverns came I, 
Vaſt Globes of Fire, and Subterranean Flame, KM] 
From its torn Entrails fiery Torrents ſoar (Shou 
Of melted Rock, and make the Clouds their WW} 
Clanging of Arms all round the German Air, 
Amaz'd their ſtubborn Hearts with Ghaftly Fear. 
The frozen Alps a dreadful Earthquake moves, W$ 
Loud Crys were heard in facred ſilent Groves. WS 
Pale Ghoſts and Speftres with ſurprizing fright 


Wereſeen to walk, thro” gloomy ſhades of Night 
| What's 


bem.” 4 
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Whar' more prodigious, Beaſts like Men brought 
forth | 

4 human Voice, then yawn'd the gaping Earth, 

The Rivers ſtop'd, the Statues of the Gods 

0f Ivory) for Grief wept Briny Floods. 

Cold Sweat in drops from Holy Altars fell. 

thove his Banks Po's raging Waters ſwell ; 

tle 0're the Fields with boundleſs Fury ſtray'd, 

And Flocks and Houſes to the Sea convey'd. 

lneviry Victim ſome Portent appear'd, (heard 

blood ſprang in Wells, by Night the Wolves were 

towling in Towns. All-mighty Jove from high 

Nere threw ſuch Lightnings through an azure 
Skie ; 


uch Thunder ne're was heard, nor ever ſeen 


v many, and ſo dreadful Comets ſhine. 

Then curſt Philipp?s Fields ſaw once again 

"Wfilk againſt Pile, by Romans Romans ſlain. 

[ | For 
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For to the Pow'rs Immortal it ſeenvd juſt, 
' That Romay Blood twice fiain'd Pherſalian dup 

The time ſhall come, that the laborious Sway 
Shall Plough up ruſty Piles in Femus Plain, 
And when void Caſques are by his Harrow raig'd, 
Toview Gygantick Bones ſhall ſtand amaz'd, 
O Roman Gods! (who once wel Mortal) hear ; 
Great Mother Veſta to our Pray'rs give Ear; 


—— 


You who defend the Roman State and FTow'rs, 
You who prote&t Etrurian Tyber's Shoars ; 
' Odo not then your mighty Pow'r engage, 


To hinder/Cſar to relieve the Age. 
Too oft, alas! have Rotiun been undone, 
For perjur'd falſhood of Laomeaon. b 
Ceſar the Gods your abſence long complain, 

And envy Mortals your Triumphant Reign: 


S1nCe 
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| he Force, and Treaſon, Juſt, and Right con- 
found, | 

ind o're the Globe, Blood, War, and Rapin ſound, 

ind Villany in all its Shapes is Crown'd. 

Now ſurly Ploughmen Ceres Garlands ſcorn, 

for Wreaths of Lawrel muſt their Brows adorn ; 

The bending Sythes to killing Faxchzop's turn. 

Ewhrates and the Rhine with Warlike Ardour 
burn, 

ind Neighboaring Cities War, (all Treaties broke) 

And Cruel Mars 'Triumphs in Blood and Smoak. 

Thus in the Liſts four fiery Steeds appear, 

And ſpring with Fury through the vaſt Carrier, 

And force along th* unwilling Chariotier ; 

In vain he pulls, they ſcour the duſty Plain, 

They know no check,and mock the Curbing Rein. 


JUPPTER 


| OT 


— 


Jupiter and Europa: 
FROM 
THE FOURTH BOOK 
OF +14 
tamorphoſes 


OVIDM 


—— —_—_ 


'By Ste. Harvey, Eſquire. 


— 
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O ſweet the Joys by Love and Beauty giv' 
» They draw down Gods from their negleRed 
Heav*n : 

Even Fove himfelf, the Soveraign of the Skis, 

Saw brighter Glories in Exrope's Eyes ; 

He ſaw, he lov'd,; and took*d with wonder down, 

On Darts of Lightning, keenet than his own; 
With 
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Withall his Clouds he could not quench the Fire, 
And thus injoyn'd the God of his defire. 


See'ſt thou on Sydon Hills yon? Cattle feed? 
Peſcend, Cyllerias, with thy ſwifteft ſpeed, 

Nigh to the Shoar the thoughtleſs Herd convey 
(Great buſineſs waits on this Important Day :) 
fready the wing'd Meſſenger was there, 

lnd faithfully had laid the fatal Snare : 

That Shoar it was,. where oft this Royal Maid 

-E Vith Tyrian Virgins, her Companions, play'd; 


&cure ſhe play*d, and fafe from human Spies, 

{8 Bat who could ſhield her from Immortal Eyes! 

Te watch'd the time, and Love had form'd a 
Thought | 

Well weigh'd, and fitted to the Ends he ſought ; 

Love's Laws Complacency, and Freedom claim, ] 


Diſtance and State keep down the riſing Flame ; 
| And 
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And Jorr his awful Being muſt diſguiſe 
In leſs than human Form, to gain the Prize; 


"Twas done ; this dreadful, - this avenging God, 
Who ſhakes the trembling World at every Nod; 
(So far th* engaging force of Love extends) 
Put off his Godhead, and a Bull deſcends; 
Unſeen he light on the ſmooth Flowery Plain 
Near the fair Princeſs, who had caug'd his Pain; 


His Hair was whiter than untrodden Snow, 


A gentle ſweetneſs dwelt upon his Brow ; 
A Charming Grace his every part adorns, 
And ſhining Glories play'd about his Horns: 
No fierceneſs there ; for through the ſtrange dil-Mſ | 
He view'd Exzropa with a Lover's Eyes; (gu 
Her bright Companions fled, but ſhe would ſtay, 
With each repeated Look her fears decay; 
And Fate with Love conſpir'd, the Virgin n 


betray, 


aft > — " —_—_ = " "A 


A 


VT"POEMS” Ki 


i Bribe ſhe eptrf ie el omen , 
Which happy He with eager Joy devours; 
And from her Hands, as he. receiv'd the Bliſs; 
Bed that Occaſion to return a Ki; 

A melting Ki, which might the Miſtreſs warm, 
Had it been giver her in a human Form : 
Impetifous Fires now ſtruggled in his Breaſt; 

Aad hardly, hardly he forbore the reſt ; 

ucceſs in Love is uſher'd by delight; 

Numbly he frisks and dances in her ſight ; 

Then gently rowl'd on the ſoft Golden Sand; 
Yielding his Breaſt to her officious Hand : 

Fonder ſhe grows; blind to her ruin led; 

And Weaves freſh Garlands to adorn his'Head ; 
Kneeling he took theſe Favours frotti the Fair 
{$0 humble and ſo meck expeRting Lovers ate.) 
Now on his back her buſi Hand ſhe laid, 
Which gently born, down ſate the hapleſs Maid; 
S With 
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With his Rich burthen, the impatient God © 
Now roſe, and through the gazing Herd ſhe rode; 
Thus to the Sea advancing by degrees, 

Firſt dips his Hoots, then ventur*d to his Knees; 
And now no longer could his Joy delay 
Plung'd inthe deep, and bore the trembling Prize 


PATROCLUS: 
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(PATROCLUS' Requeſt 
W110 iro 
ACHILLES 
For his Arms. 
Imitated fromthe 
teoinning of the 16 Ihad of 


Homer. 


By Mr. THO. TALDEN. 


|Þ jou Achilles, with Compaſſion moy'd, 
Thus to Patroclas ſpake, his beſt belov'd. 


Why like a tender Girl do'ſt thou complain! 
That ſtrives to reach the Mother's Breaſt in vain: 
S 2 Mouras 
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Mourns by her ſide, her Knees embraces faſt, 

Hangs on her Robes, and interruprs her haſte; 

Yet when with fondneſs to her Arms ſhe's rais'd, 

Still Mourns, ard Weeps, and. will not be ap- 
peas'd? 

Thus my Perocles in his Grief appears, 

Thws like a froward Girl profuſe of Tears. 


From Prhje do'ſt thou Mournful tidings hear, 
And to thy Friend ſome fatal Meſſage bear ? 
Thy Valiant Father (if we Fame believe, ) 
The good Menztias he is yet alive: 

And Peleas, tho? in his declining days, 
Reigns 0're his Mirmidons in Health and Peace; 
Yet, as their lateſt Obſequies we paid, 

Thou Mourn'ſt them living, as already dead. 


Or 
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Or thus with Tears the Greeias Holt deplore, 
That with their Navy periſh on the Shore : 
And with Compaſſion their Misfortunes view, 
The juſt Reward to Guilt and. Falſchood due ; 
Inpartial Heav*n avenges thus my Wrong, 

Nor ſuffers Crimes to go uapunilh'd long. 
Reveal the Cauſe ſo much afflifts thy Mind, 
Nor thus conceal thy Sorrows from thy Friend? 


When, gently raiſing up his drooping Head, 
Thus, with a' Sigh, the ſad. Patrocles ſaid, 


Godlike Achilles, Peleus-valiant Son ! 
Of all our Chiefs, the greateſt in Renown: 
Upbraid-not thus-th* afMflited with their Woes, 
Nor Triumph: now the Greeks ſuſtain ſuch loſs! 


S J To 
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To pity let thy generous Breaſt incline, 
And ſhow thy Mind is, like thy Birth, Divine, 
For all the valiant Leaders of their Hoſt, 

Or Wounded lie, or are in Battel loft '-- 
Ulyſſes great iy/Arms, -and Diomtede,” 
Languiſh with Woutids, -and in the Navy bleed: 
This common Fate great Azamemmors ſhares, 
And ftetn Earipyles, fenown'd in Wars, 
Whilſt powerful Drugs th' experiencd Artiſts try, 
And to their Wounds apt Remedies apply : 
Eating th* aMifted Heyves with their skill, | 
Thy Breaſt alone tertains implacable ! 


What, will thy Fury thiis for ever laft 
Let preſent Woes atone for Injuvie paſt : 
How can thy S6ul retain fuch laſting hate ! 
Thy Virteesardus uſeleſs, as they're great. |" 


What 
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What injur*d Friend from thee ſhall hope redreſs! 
That will not aid the Greeks in ſuch diſtre : ' 
Uſeleſs is all the Valour that you boaſt, 

Deformd with Rage, with ſullen Fury loſt, 


Could Cruelty like thine from Peless come, 
(r be the Ofipring of fair Thetis Womb | we 
Thee raging Seas, thee boiſt*rous Waves brought 
And to obdurate Rocks thou-ow'ſt thy Barth 1 - 
Thy ſtoubborn Nature ſtill retains their Kzad, 
S hard thy Heart, ſo ſavage ts thy Mind, ',_ 


But if thy boading Breaſt. admits of fear, }. - 
Or dreads what ſacred Oracles declare ! 
What awful Thetis in the Courts above, 


Receiv*d from the unerring Mouth of Jove | 


If fo-—Let me the threat'ning Dangers face, 
And Head the War-like Squadrons in thy place: 
S 4 Wiullt 
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Whilſt me thy valiant Mirmidons obey, 
We yet may turn the Fortune of the day. 
Let me in thy diſtinguiſh'd Arms appear, 
With all thy dreadful Equipage of War : | 
That when the Trojars our approaches view, | 
Deceiv'd, they ſhall retreat, and think tis yw, MW 


. Thus from the rage of an inſulting Hoſt, 
We may retrieye that Fame the Greeks have loſt.” W 
Vigorous, and freſh, th? unequal Fight renew, 
And from our Navy force the drooping Foe ; | 
O're harras'd Men an cafie Conqueſt gain, 
And drive the Trojans to their Walls again. 
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—_. 


—_ — 
-— 


g—_—_— 


ASON G. By— 


AY [FM Ambitious ever find 
M Succeſs in Crouds and Noiſe, 
While gentle Love does fill my Mind 

With filent real Joys. 


2, 


I » 


May Knaves and Fools grow Rich and Great, 
And the World think %*em wile ; 

Wule I lye dying at her Feet, 

And all that World deſpiſe. 

3 

let Conquering Kings new Triwumphs raiſe, 
And melt in Court Delights : 

tler Eyes can give much brighter days, 


Her Arms much ſofter Nights. 
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Epiſtle to Mr, Ba 


— 


— 


By Mr, Fr. Knapp, of Mars Colledge in 
ord. 


Dear Friend, _ - 


I Hear that you, of late, are grown 
One of thoſe Feiieamiſh Criticks of the Town 


That think they have a Licenſe to abuſe | 
Each honeſt Author, that pretends to Muſe. 


But be advis'd ; why ſhould you ſpend your time 
In HeattPniſh Satyr, \cauſe a Fool will Rhime? 
Poor harmleſs W—_h let him write again, 

Be pitied in his old Heroic Strain; 
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[z him in Reams wwickin himſelf a Dunce, 
ind break a dozen Stationers at once. 

What is't to you? Why ſhou'd you take*t amiſs 
fGrabftreet's ſtock*d with. Tenants, if the Preſs 
k hugely ply*d, and labours to produce - - 

Sme mighty Folio, for the Chandler's uſe? 

let Grabſtreet ſeribble on, nor need you care- - 


$67 


Tho? ev'ry Garret held a Poet there. 


- You know, that are acquainted with the Town, 
fow the poor Tribe are worry*d up and down: 
low penſively the hungry Authors ſit, 

Ard, in theirtrpper Regions, ftrain for Wit. 

ch a poor _— Small-Beer Herd- _—_ re 
/ grown,” 

That fearcean Author from his Hawker's KRoWn 
No jolly Carbuhde rhro* all the Race | -- 
Appears,” ts juſtifie a Poets Face. 
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CO — 


This ſufficient Pennance ſeems to me | 

For H===eden's Droll, or S—tles Tragedy. 

It not:enough to ſtarve for Writing ill, _ / 

That they ne*re Dine, but when they Smoak x 

Meal; 
That their Works only ſerve to wipe, or twine ' 
A Candle, or {ome feeble Bandbox line ? 
Conſider, and let Charity prevail,; 
What Chriftian Critick can have heart to Rail 
At ſuch poor Rogues as theſe? Beſides you know 
A trug ſtanch Poet can't Reform, what tho' 
His Works have furniſh'd a Lampoon or two? 

| They that have once in Priat proclaim'd their 


; 
| Name, 
Are ſenſeleſs all of Juſtice, as of Shame, \ 
$ 
f 


And none but Stationers ſhou'd Rail at Them. 
Had ere the Lewdeſt of *em all the Grace 
Or Conſcience, to Repent of making Verle? 


For 
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«- 6ther Sins they feel Remorſe ſometirnes, 

it ſure no Poet ere had Qualms for Rhimes ; 

25! no wholeſom Counſel can be upd 

Jr apoor harden'd Wretch, when once Benows} dl: 
xn don't inhumanly your Pains mif-ſpend 

(n Reprobates, that you can never mend. 


ſ 


Had we a Parhament diſpog'd to lay 
1 Tax on Metre, or invent ſome way, 
I Grand Commuttee calld, to regulate 
This among other Grievances of State ; 
Then you might hope to hear an AQt would paſs 
To limit all this Hackney jingling Race, 
And order ſome Commifhoners to find 


Which way their Genius chiefly is inclin'd, 
x how it ſtands afteQted to a Muſe, 
Andas their Talents lye their Buſineſs chuſe, 


w- 


When 
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When poor Thief to Tyber»*s drawn, to be 
There made a Peadulurn for Gallow Tree, 
Let D-—+y then his woful Exit fing, 

And with, Goad People all give ear, begin, 

In gentle Ditty. tenderly relate 

The inconvenience of his ſudden Fate, 

Nor muſt judicious R-——- be forgot, 

Let him for Madrigals compoſe a Plot. 

Let Jonny Co ——# in nd Acroſticks deal, 
His wondrous Skill in Anagram reyeal ; 

Let him in pretty Verſe deſcribe his Flame, 
And edge his Sonnet with his Miſtreſs Name; 
Stop Thief the Warbling Muſick ſhall prolong, 
Stop Thief ſhall be the Burden of the Song, 
And Reb too (for he above the reſt 

Is richly with a-double Talent bleſt,) 

Let hum, for deep Reflexions long renown'd, 


Be lawful Critick thro” all Grabſtreet own'd, 
To 
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obe the Judge of each Suburbian Lay, | 
their Acroſticks all the Rules obey, 
mpos'd according to the Ancient way ; 

Felon does with as much decence ſwing 

Metre, as he did before in String, 


[grant you ſuch a Courſe as this might do, _ 
omake *em humbly Treat of what they know; 
Nt ventring further than their Brains will go. 

t what ſhould I do then, for ever ſpoil'd 

fthis Diverſion which frail Authors yield ? 
ſhould no more on D-——zx's Counter meet 
ws that are deeply Skilld in Rhime and Feet ; 
l Iam Charnyd with eaſie Nonlſence more, 

an all the Wit that Men of Senſe adore : 
Vith fear I view Great Dyyden's hallow*'d Page, 


"th fear I view it,” and I read with Rage. 


Fa _—_ "R "_ p ” 


272 "YT 
. 


—— 


——rmmn—_— A = 
[Pm all with Fear, with Grief, with Love poſſeſt, 
Tears in my Eyes, and Anguiſh in my Breaft; 
While I with Mourning Antony repine, 

And all the Hero's Miſeries are mine. 

If I read Edgar, then my Soul's at peace; 
Lull'd in a lazy ftate of thoughtleſs eaſe. 

No Paſſion's ruffled by the peaceful Lay; 

No Stream; no Depth, to hurry me away ; 
R——f in both Profeſſions harmleſs proves; 
 Ner Wounds when Cfitick; nor when Poet moves; 


But you condemn ſuch lifeleſ Poetry; 


And wildly talk of nothing elſe to me 

But Spirit, Flame, Rapture, and Extaſie ; 
Strange Myſtic things, I underſtand no more 
Than Laity Pex Tecum did of Yore. 
Therefore pray pardon, if I rail at Senlc; 


And plead for Blockheads in my owa defence ; 
| Fe y 
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For for whom [ have a'thouſand things t to ſay, 


Which you muſt wait for till another day. 


Forgive me 1f I'm too abrupt, you know 

[ never was Methodical like you ; 

[have no Rule to make an end but one, 

For when my Paper's out, my Letter's done, 
5» once Lay-V cars, in the Days of Noll, 

When faintly Perers did in Pulpits droll; 

bj Hour-Glaſs ſet their Sermons, and the Flock 
Might fafely ſnore in ſpight of Zealous Knock; 
Till the laſt kind releaſing Sand was run, 


but when the Glaſs was out, the Cant was done, 
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DD MYR A 


A reat Flood havin deſtroyed the Fruits j the 
round, and the 7 orn every where in her Neighe 
bourhood, but upon her own Land. 
q- 6 


_—_—_— 


D—— 


By Mr. George Sf orville. 


e- 


= 


_ OOE—_ 


LV, Vi Hands Divine have planted and 
protect, 


The Torrent ſpares, and Dcluges reſpett ; 

So when the Water o're the World were ſpread, 
Cov'ring the Oaks, and every Mountain's Head; 
The choſen| Nob {aid within his Ark, 

Nor durſt the Waves o're-whelm the Sacred Bark. 
The Charming Mr: is no leſs we find 

The Favourite of Heaven, than of Mankind, 


- The 
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The Gods like Rivals, imitate our care; 
1 vie with Mortals to oblige the Fair; ; 
feſe Favours thus beſtow*d an her alone, 
ire but the Homage which they ſent her down. 
gh Myra; may thy Vertue from above 


eCrown'd with Bleſſings, endleſs as my Love; 
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Ss O N G. 


By Mr. George Granville. 


Mpatient with deſire, at laſt 
——— ventur'd to lay Forms aſide, 
"Twas I was Modeſt, not ſhe, Chaſt, 
The Nymph as ſoon as ask'd comply'd. 


With Amorous awe, a ſilent Fool, 
T gaz'd upon her Eyes with fear, 
Speak Love, how came your Slave ſo dull 


To Read no better there ? 


Thus, to our ſclves the greateſt Foes, 
Altho? the Fair be well cnclin'd, 
For want of Courage to propoſe, 
By our own folly, ſhe's unkind. 
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Short V 1 S I T. 
I. 
0 the long abſent Winter-Sun, 
U m—— When of the Cold we moſt complain, 
Comes ſlow, but ſwift away does run ; 
Juſt ſhews the Day, and ſets again. 
2. 
the prime Beauty of the Spring, | 
The Virgin Lilly, works our Eyes ; 
No ſooner blown, but the gay thing 
Steals from th? Admirers ſight, and dyes, 
Fo 
& gaudy Sweets o'th? Infant Year, 
That raviſh both the ſmell, and vir, 
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Do thus, deceitfully appear, 
And fade as ſoon as {melt unto, 
NE © jt | Tt 
Aminta; tho ſhe be more Fair 
Than untoucht Lillys, Chaſt as thoſe ; 
Welcome as Suns in Wmter are, 
And ſweeter than the blowing Roſe. 
J* 
Yet when ſhe brought, astate ſhe did, 
All that a dying Heart cou'd eale, 
And by her fwift return forbid 
The Joys to laſt, ſhe's too like theſe, 
bo 
Ah Tyrant Beauty ! do you thus 
Increaſe our Joy to make it leſs? 
And do you only ſhew to us 


A Heav'n, without deſign to bleſs? 


7 Th 
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| ——_ 
— — 


7. 
This was unmercifully kind, | 

And all our Bliſs too dear has colt : 
For is it not a Hell to find 


We' had a Paradiſe that's loſt 2-: 


— 


A Copy of Verſes Written* by -Mr. 
Edmund Waller, above -Foxty 


in any Edition of bis Poetry. 


I, 


(1577 farewell; I now muſt go: 
For if with thee I longer ſtay, 


q, - 


Thy Eyes prevail upon me ſo, 


I ſhall prove Blind, and loſe my way. 


T 4 2. Faine 


" obo. | hs F 9:4) * | - 


"OO 


—_— WW 


b———— 


2| 
Fame of thy Beauty, 'and thy Youth, . 
- Among the reſt, me hither brought : 
Finding this Fame fall ſhort of truth, 
Made me ſtay longer than I thought. 
; 3+ 
For I'm engag*d by Word, and Oath, 
A Servant to another's Will ; 
Yet;, for thy Love, wou'd forfeit both, 
' Cau'd I be fare to keep it (ll, 
But what afltragce can I take ? 
When thou, foreknowing this abuſe, 


Por ſome more worthy Lover's ſake, 


Mayft leave me with ſo juſt excuſe, 


Jo | 
For thou mayſt ſay *twas not thy faulr 
That thou did#{t thus inconſtant prove, 


Being 
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being by my Example taught 

Totxeak thy Qarly to mend thy Love. 

p 

No Cloris, no; I will return, 

And raiſe thy Story to that height, 
That Strangers ſhall at diſtance burn, 

And ſhe diſtruſt me Reprobate. 

71 i 

Then ſhall my Love this doubt diſplace, 

And gain ſuch truſt that I may come 
And banquet ſometimes on thy Face, 
But make my conftant Meals at home. 


#2 "The FOURTH PART 


_—_——Qc 


CUP I Ds Paſtime 


EEE 


DR —C 


/ By Sidney Godolphin, Eſquire. 


\ 


tt 


} ak © 
T chanc'd of Jate a Shepherd Swain, 
|| That went to ſeek his wander'd Sheep, 
Within a thicket, on a Plain, 
Eſpied a dainty Nymph aſleep. 
2. 
Her Golden Hair o're-ſpread her Face, 
Her careleſs Arms abroad were caſt ; 
Her Quiver had her Pillows place, 
Her Breaſt lay bare to ev*ry Blaſt. 
| 3; 
The Shepherd ſtood and gaz'd his fill ; 


Nought durſt he do, nought durſt he ſay: 
While 
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While Chance, or elſe perhaps his will, 
Guided the God of Love that way. 
n w 
The crafty Boy thus ſees her ſleep, 
' Whom if ſhe wak'd he durſt not ſee : 
Behind her cloſely ſeeks to creep, 
Before her Knap ſhowd ended be. 
| a 
There come, he ſteals her Shafts away, 
| And put his own into their place :; 
Nor dares he any longer ſtay, 
But, ere ſhe wakes, hies thence apace. 
| 5 
Scarce was he gone, but ſhe awakes; 
And ſpies the Shepherd gazing by. 
Her bended Bow in haſte ſhe takes, 
And at the ſimple Swain let's fly. 


7. Forth 


Le 
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| T- 
Forth flew the Shaft and picrc'd his Heart, 
That to the Ground he fell, with pain : 
Yet ſoon he up again did ſtart, | 
And to the Nymph he ran amain. 
| Amaz'd to fee ſtrange a fight, | _ 
She Shot, and Shot, but all in vain : 
The more his Wounds, the more his might, 
Love yielding Strength: amidſt his Pain. 
9. 
Her angry Eyes were big with T eats; ; 
She blaches her Hand, ſhe blames her Skill . 
The bluntnels of her Shafts ſhe fears, 
And try them on her felt ſhe will. 


\ 


I ©, 


Take heed, fair Nymph, -try not thy Shaft, —— 
Each little touch will pierce thy Heart. 
Alas 
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Alas thou know?®ſt not Capid's craft, 
Revenge is Joy, the end is Smart. 
II. 
Yet ſhe will try, and pierce ſome bare: 
Her Hands were glov*d, but next to hand 
Was that fair Breaſt, that Breaſt ſo rare 
That made the Shepherd ſenſeleſs ſtand. 
I2. 
That Breaſt ſhe pierc'd, and through that Breaſt, G 
Love found an entry to her Heart: 
At feeling of this new-come Gueſt, 
Lord, how this gentle Nymph did ſtart. 
| x3. 
She runs not now, {he Shoots no more; 
Away ſhe throws both Shaft and Bow, 
She ſeeks for what ſhe ſhunn'd before, 
She thinks the Shepherd's haſte too flow, 


14. Though 
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” 7. * 
— 


4 


I4- 
Though Mountains meet not, Lovers may ; 
What 'others'did; juſt ſo did they. 
'The God of Love fate on a Tree, 
And laught, the pleaſing ſight to ſee: 
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FOR THE | 
EW YE AR: 
T0 THE. 

Ss U N: 


INTENDED 


To be Sung before Their Majeſties on New- 
Tears Day. 1693. 


—_— 


Written by Mr. Prior at the Hague. 


——_— 


Hh of the World, and Ruler of the Year, 
With happy Speed begin thy great Career ; 


And as the Radiant Journey's run 


Where &re thy Beams are ſpread, where e're thy 


Power is known, 


| Through 
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bo 


Through all the diſtant Nations own, 
| Thari in Fair Albion thou haſt ſeen 
The Greateſt Prince, the Brighteſt Qu ” 
That ever Sav'd a People, ever Grac'd a Throne, 


So may Thy God-head be confaſt, 

So the| returning Year be Bleſt, 

As its Infant Months beſtow 

Springing Wreaths for Williaw's Brow ; 

As its Summer's Youth ſhall ſhed 

Eternal Sweets round Mary's Head : 

From the Bleffings They ſhall know, 
Our Times are Dated, and our /re's move, 


They Govern, and Enlighten all below 
'As Thou do'ft all above. 


Let aur Heroe in the War 
Actve and Fierce like Thee, appear ; 
. Like 
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Like Thee, Great Son of owe, like Thee, 
When clad in riſing Majeſty 
Thou Marcheſt down o're Delos Hills confett, 


—— 


— 


With all thy Arrows Arm'd, with all thy Glory 
Dreſt, 
Lixe Thee, the Heroe, dces his Arms imploy, 
The raging Pzthox to deſtroy, 
Cho, And give the injur'd Nations Peace and Joy. 


From Ancient Times Hiſtoric Stores * 

Gather all the ſmiling Hours, 
* All that with Friendly Care have guarded 

Patriots and Eings in Rightful Wars, 

All that with Conqueſt have rewarded 
His Great Fore-Fathers Pious Cares, 

All that Story have Recorged 
_Sacred to Naſſa's long Renown, 
For Countries Sack'd and Battels Won. 

U Cho. 


#87 4 | = | 
"> LEE J 


Cho. Meth Then 67ain in fair Array, 
And bid Them form the Happy Day, 
The Happy Dey deſign'd to wait 
Oz William's Fame, axd Europe's Fate, 
Let the Happy Day be Crown'd 
With great Event and fair Succeſs, 
No brighter tn the Tear be found, 
But that which brings the Viftor home in Peace. 


Again Thy God-head we implore, 


(Great in Wiſdom as in Power) 
Again for Mary's ſake and ours, 
Chuſe out other ſmiling Hours, 

Such as with lucky Wings have fled 
When Happy Counſels were adviſing, 
Such as |haye glad Omens ſhed 
O're forming Laws and Empires riſing ; 


" , 


Such 
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Such as many Luſtres rad 
Hand in Hand a goodly Train, 
To bleſs the Great Eliza's Reign,” 


i —— 


And jn the Typic Glory ſhow 
The fuller Bliſs which Mary ſhould beſtow. 


As the: Graver Hours advance, 
Mingled ſend into the Dance, 
Many fraught with all the Treaſures 
Which the Eaſtern Travel views, 
Many wing'd with all the Pleaſurcs 
Man can ask, or Heay*n diffuſe, 
To eaſe the Cares wluch for her Subjets ſake 
The Pious Queen does with glad Patience take, 
Cho. To let Her all the Bleſſings know 
Which from thoſe Cares upon Fer Subjeds flow. 


for Thy own Glory Sing our Soy*raign's Praiſe 


(God of Verſes and of Days) 
U 2 Let 
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Let all Thy Tuneful Song adorn 
Their laſting Work wiyh William's Name, 
Let choſen Mules yet rn 
Take Marys Goodneſs for their Theam : 
Eternal StruCtures let Them raiſc 
On William's and on' Mary's Praile, 
Nor want new Subjects for the Song, 
Nor fear They can exhauſt the Store, 


Till Nature's Muſick lies unſtrung, 
Till Thou ſhalt ſhine no more. 


of MISCELL ANT POEMS. 293. 


—___T 
TT 4 CI tg 


The DUEL 


—_— 


By Henry Sxvil, Eſquire, Written ſoon after the 
Duel of the Sraggs. 


LE —_ 


N Milford-Lane, near to St. Clement”s Steeple, 
[ There liv'd a Nymph, kind to all Chriſtian 
Peoplk, — Ia 
A Nymph ſhe was, . whoſe comely Mean and JF 

Feature HT ; } 
Did Wound the Heart of every Man-like 'Crea- 
ture. | 
Under her Beauteous Boſom there did. lye ot4 1 


A Belly ſmooth as any Ivory, 


Tet Nature, to declare her various Art, 


Had plac'd a Tuft mm one convenient part. | 


U 3 
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En 


Ne o Park, with ſmootheſt Lawn, : and __—_ Wood, 

Could Þ re cethpare wkh this Pmir'd aboad: 

Here all the: Youth of England 1d repair, 

To take their Pleaſhire, and to cafe their Care. + ; 

Here the Diſtreſſet Lover, that had born 

His haughty Miſtreſs Anger, or her Scorn, 

Came for Relief, and, on this pteafint Shade, 

Forgot the former, and this Lafs obey'd. 

But yet what corner of the World is found, 

Whete Pain our'Pleaftre doth nor Rill ſurround? 

One would have thought that in this ſhady Grove, 

Nought-coutd have diyelt but quiet Peace, and 
Love ; | 

But Heaven' dire&ted otherwtfe, for here 

In midit of plenty'Bloody Wars appear. 

The Gods will frown where-ever they do ſmile; 

The Crocadile infefts the fertile Nile: 


Lyons, 


«3p 


L AN' 


"oY MISCE 
tons, and Typers, in the Lobia Plains, 


Forbid all Pleaſures to the fearflil Swains; 
Wild Beaſts in Foreſts do the Hunters fright, 


They fear their ruin, midſt of their delight. 
Thus, in the Shade of this dark filet Bower, 
Strength ſtrives with Strength, and Pow'r does 
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vie with Power. 
Two mighty Monſters did the Wood infeſt, 


And ſtruck ſuch awe and terrour in the eſt ; 
That no Szilian Tyrant ere could boaſt 

He &re with greater vigour ruPd the roaft. 

Fach had his Empire which he kepr in awe, 

Was by his Witt obey'd ; allow'd no Law. 
Nature {o well divided had their Srates; + 
Nought but Ambition could have clann'd: their 


i Seats. 
For *twixt their Empires ſtood a Briny: Eake, 


Deep as the Poct's do the Center make. 


U 4 Bur 


! 


D — 


But here Ambition will admit no Bounds, 
There are no Limits to aſpiring Crowns. 
The Spanyard, by his Eerope Conquelſts bold, 
Sails o'ne the Ocean for the Indian Gold, 

The Cartheginian Hero did not ſtay 

Becauſe he met vaſt Mountains 1n his way, 
He paſt the Alps, like Mole-Hills, ſuch a mind 
As thinks on Conqueſts will be unconfin'd. 
Both with theſe haughty Thoughts one courſe do 
© bend, "l 

To try if this vaſt Lake had any end; 
Where finding Countreys yet without a Name, 
They might by Conqueſt get eternal Fame : 
After long: Marches, both their Armies tir'd, 
At length. they find the place ſo much admir'd. 


Wien, in a little time, cach doth deſcry 


The glichps of 'an approaching Enemy : 


" of MISCELLANY POEMS. 297 


Fach at the ſight with equal Pleaſure move, 

As we ſhould do in well rewarded Love. 
Blood-thirſty Souls, whoſe oaly perfect | Ioy Fe 
Conſiſts ts ic what their Fury can deſtroy. 

And now both Armies do prepare to fight, 

and each the other unto War incite. 

la vain, alas! me all their force and firength 
Was now conſumed by their Marches length; 
But the great Chiefs, impatient of delay, 


Reſolve by ſingle fight to try the Day. 
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A Perſon of Honour: 


UPON HIS 
Incomprehenfible Poems. 


(FT on you Criticks, find one fault who 
dares, 


Or read it backwards, like a Witches Prayers, 

"Twill do as well ; Throw not away your jets 
« On ſolid Nonſenſe that abides all Teſts, 

Wit, like Terle Claret, when't begins to pall, 

N egleted lies, and's of no ule at all : 
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= in its ; full perfeion of deny 

Turns Vinepaty and comes again in play; 

Thou laft a Brain, ſuch as it 5 indeed; 

Or what elſe: ſhou'd thy Worm of fancy feed ! 

Yet in a Filberd I have often known - 

Maggots furvive, when all 'the Kernet's gone. 

This Simile fhall ſtand in thy defence, - 

Gainſt thoſe qul} Rogues thar now and then 
- write Senke. 

Thy Wir the fame, whatever be thy Theam, 

4s ſome digeſtions turn al} Meat vo Phlegmn, 

They lie, dear Ned, that fay thy Brainis barren, 

Where deep Conceits like Maggots breed in Car- 
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rion ; 


Thy ſtumbling foundred Muſe can trot as high 
As any other Pegaſus can fly. 

50 the dull Eel moves nimbler in the Mud, 
Than all the ſwift Finn'd Racers of the Flood.” 
As 
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As skilful Divers to the bottom fall 
Sooner than-thoſe who cannot ſwim at all 
So in this way of Writing, without thinking, 
Thou'haft a ſtrange agſlity in ſinking, 
Thou writeſt below ev'n thy own Natural parts, - 
_ And with acquired dulneſs and new Arts 
Of Non-ſenſe, fſeiſeſt on kind Readers Hearts. 


Therefore, dear Rogue, at-my advice forbear 
Such loud Complaints ?gainſt Criticks to pkg 


Since thou' art turn'd an arrant Libeller. 

\ 
Thou fett*ſt thy hand tO what thy ſelf does write, 
Did ever Libel yet more ſharply bite, 
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Upon the ſame. 


Hou damn'd Artipodes to Common Senſe, 

T Thou Foil to Fleckno, prithee tell from 
whence 

Does all this mighty Stock of dullneſs ſpring. ? 
Is it thy.own, or haſt it from S»ow-Hil., 
Aſſiſted by ſome ballad-making Quill ? 
No, they fly higher yet, thy Plays are ſuch 
Pde ſwear they were Tranſlared out of Dutch. 
Fain wou'd T know what Dyet thou doſt keep, 
If thou doſt always, or doſt neyer ſleep ? 
Sure Haſty-Pudding is thy chiefeſt Diſh, 
With Bullocks Liver, or ſome ſtinking Fiſh : 
Garbage, Oxchecks, and Tripes, do feaſt thy 


| |. 
Brain, 


Which nobly pays this Tribute back again, 
| Wirh 
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With Dazy Roots thy Dwarfiſh Muſe is fed, 

A Gyants Body with a Pigmy's head. 

Can'ſt thou not find among thy num'rous Race 

Of Kindred, one to tell thee, that thy Plays 

Are laught at by the Pit, Box, Gallerys, nay, 
Stage ? 

Think on't a while, and thou wilt quickly find 

Thy Body made for Labour, not thy Mind. 

No other uſe of Paper thou ſhou*dſt make, 

'Than carrying Loads and Reams upon thy back. 

Carry vaſt Burtheas till thy Shoulders ſhrink, 

But Curſt be he that gives thee Pen and Ink. 

Such dangerous Weapons ſhow'd be hept from 
Fools, 

As Nurſes from their Children keep edge-Tools. 


For thy dull Fancy 4 Muckinder 1s fit 
To wipe the Slabberings of thy Snotty Wit; 


And 
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lad though 'tis late, if Juſtice cow'd be found, 

Thy Plays like blind-bora Puppies ſhou'd be 
drown'd : 

for were it not that we reſpeCt afford 

Vato the Son of an Heroick Lord, 

Thine in the Ducking-Stool ſhou'd take her ſcar, 

Dreſt like her ſelf in a great Chair of Stare ; 


Where, like a Muſe of Quality ſhe'd dye, 


And thou thy ſelf ſhalt make her Elegy, 
lathe ſame ſtrain thou wrir'ſt thy Comedy. 
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Upon the ſame. 


S when a Bully draws his Sword, 


Tho? no Man gives him a croſs word ; 
And all Perſwafions are in vain, 
To make him put it up again: 
Each Man draws too, and falls upon him: 
Ev*n ſo, dear Ned, thy deſperate Pen 
No leſs diſturbs all Witty Men, 

And makes them wonder what a Devil 
Provokes Thee to be fo uncivil, 
When thou, and all thy Friends muſt know 'em, 


Thou yet wilt dare to Print thy Poem, 


That poor Curs Fate and thine, are one 
Who has his Tail Peg'd in a Bone ; 
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About he runs, no body" own him, 


Men, Boys, and Dogd tc ap upott.higt { 
And firſt the greater Wits were at thee, 


Now ev'ry little Fool wil pat thee. 
Fellows that ne*re were Heatd, orrad of," 
If thou writ*ſt on, will write thy Head off; 


Thus Maſtlives only have a knack, 
To caſt the, Bear\upon his back ; 
But when th? unweildy Beaſt is thrown; *; 
Mungrils will ſerve to keep him downs... 
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TRANSLATED| 


| F R OM 
Seneca's  Tro4s. AR 2. Chorus. | 


OW , 4.2 AC. 


by Vi. Glanuill. 
$5 l 1  _ 


—i 
CO ——_— 


Þ 


Ko 


Ierum eft !  & timidos fabulg decipit ? 
| bi True-that Souls their Bodies do ſuryive ? 


Or does a Flam that timerous Warld deceive ? 


When ſome dear Friend our d ying Eyes has clos'd, 
And Life's laſt Day, Death's endlefs Night im- 
pos'd ; 
When the eas'FCorps, like an o're-jaded Slave 


- 


At length ſet free, lies quiet in the Grave ; 
Were'l it not wiſe th&'Soul too to Entoppb : 


But "aft we {till endure Life's wretched Doom ? 
| Or 
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Or happier do we dye entire and whole, -* - 

Leave no continuing Relidt of a Soul ? 

But when the vital Vapour of our Breath 

Gaſp'd into Air, is loſt in Clouds and Death, 
We're gon, and all that was of us before 

To any thing of Life is then no more ? 

Yes, thus we Periſh, and thus undergo ' 

Th approaching Lot of all things here below, © 
Time flies, and all the Sea or Sun goes round 
With ſure and quick deſtruCtion ſhall confound, 
Swift as aboye the Stars, and Moon, and Sun, 

l hurrying Orbs their haſty Courſes run; < 


We Poſt to Fate, nor when we diſappear 


ire we, or ever ſhall be, | any where, 

is ſhort-liv*d Smoak, aſcending from the Flame, 
lovers, difſg]yes, and ne*re ſhall be again, 

s gather'd Clquds by ſcattering Blaſts dis)oyn'd, 
diſperſe and fly þefore the Hoſtile Wind : 

N 2 Sg 
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So that thin flecting thing Life paſſes,0're, 
' So flows our Spirit out, and then's no more, 


After Death's Nothing ; Death it ſelf is nought, 
Th' extremeſt Bound of a ſhort Race of Thought 
Let Slaves and Fools their Fears and Hopes give 
Solicit and delude themſelves no more. (oh 

J Wouv'd you know where you ſhall be after Death? 
There, where you were before you ſuck'd in 

Breath. 
The Dead and the unborn are ;uſt the ſame, 
The Dead returning whence the Living came. 
Time takes us whole, throws all into the Grave; 
Death will no more the Soul than Body fave. 
For Hell and the damn'd Fiend that Lords it ther 
With all the Torments we ſo vaialy fear, 
Are empty Rumours, Melancholy Whims, 
Fantaſtick N otions, zdle, frightful Dreams. 
HORACE 
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Horace BT. Ode XIII 


Cum Tu, Lydia, Telephi, &c. 


' Þy Mr. Glanuil, 


I 


Hen happy S:rephon's too prevailing 


Charms, 
tis roſy Neck, and his ſoft waxen Arms, 
Mihumane Lydi« wantonly you praiſe, 
How cruelly my Jealous Spleen you raiſe! 
ger boils up in my hot labouring Breaſt, 
ot to be hid, and leſs to be fuppreſt. 
| 2 
ſhen *twixt theRage,theFondneſs,and theShame, 
or Speech, nor Thoughts, nor Looks remain . 
the ſame. 
ckle as my Mind my various Colour ſhews, 
nd with my Tide of Paſſion Ebbs and Flows : 


X 3 Tears 


F 0 'U - 


Tears ſtealing fall difilld by ſoft Deſire, 
To ſhew the melting ſlowneſs of the Fire, 


3 
Ah! when I ſee that livid Neck betray | 


The drunken Youth's too rudely Wanton Play; 
When on thoſe paſſive Lips the marks I find 
Of frantick boiling Kiſſes left behind ; 
I rave to think theſe cruel Tokens ſhew 
Things I cannot miſtake, and wou'd not know, 
4 
How fond's the Hope, how fooliſh and how vain, 
Of laſting Love from the ungrateful Swain ! 
Who that ſoft Lip ſo roughly can invade? 
Hurting with cruel Joy the tender Maid. 
Quickly they're glutted who fo fierce devour; 
They ſuck the N ectar, and throw by the Flower. 


5 But 
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But oh thrice happy they that equal mi6ve * 
nan unbroken Yoke of faithful Love ! 
Whome no Complaint, no Srife, no Jealouſy 
ſts from their gentle, grateful Bondage free; 
But (E111 they dear faſt mutual Slaves remain, 
Till unkind Death breaks the unwilling Chain. 
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Horace B. x O& XXII, 


By Mr. Glazvill. 


— 


y 
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Vitas Hinnuleo me ſimilis Chloe, 


Hen, Chloe, by your Slave purſi!'d, 
| Why ſhow'd you fly ſo faſt ? 
$o the ſtray'd Fawn ith? pathleſs Wood 
To her loſt Dam makes haſte. 


Each Noiſe Alarms, and all things add 
New Terrour to her Fear ; 

She Narts at every Dancing ſhade, 
Each Breath of ſinging Air. | 


With every Leaf, each Buſh that ſhakes, 


, Throughout the murmuring Grove ; 


Her 
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tle Sympathetick Heart partakes, 
She trembles as they move. 


, 


fond Maid, unlike the Wolfand Boa, 
I Hunt not to deſtroy ; 

My utmoſt Prey wow'd be no more 

Than you miglt give with Joy. 


Urg'd on by foft and gentle Loye, 
I harmlefsly purſue, 

ſour Flight to me may Cruel prove, 
But not my Chaſe to you. 


Ceaſe idle Dreams of fancied Harms, 
To Childiſh Fears Trapanns ; 

Leave running to thy Mothers Arms 

Who now art fit for Man's. 
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Nolis longa fere Bella Numantie, &c. 
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By Mr. Glarvill. 
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Rge me no more toWrite of Martial things, 
Of fighting Heroes,and of conquering Kings: 
Our brave Fore-Fathers Glory to advance, 


Shew ſubdu'd Ire/and,and ſing vanquiſh'd France; 
Tell how Sp&ins Blood the Briteh Occan fwell'd, 


Wirh Shame Invading, and with more RepelPd. 

No, theſe high Theams of the Heroick ſtrain 
Suit ill with my low feeble Vein: | 

To equal Numbers I'd 1n vain aſpire, 

How ſhowd E.make a Trumpet of a Lyre ? 

| MuchleG dare I, in an unhallow'd Strain, 


Great Naſſau's Wars and ViCtories Prophane. 
You 
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fou better may in laſting Proſe rehearſe 

Things which defy my humble Verſe. 
Tis a fond thing to think to reconcile 
Sch Glorious AQtions witl: ſo mean a Stile. 

2, 

Me fair Lycinnis's ſofter Praiſe, 

Her Native Charms, and winning ways, 
The Muſe ordain'd to ſing in gentle Lays. 
Me the ſweet Song, which Syrens Art defies, 

Me the ſerenely ſhining Eyes, 

And, above all, the gen'rous grateful Heart 
True to the mutual Love, and faithfvl to its part. 

Lycinnia whoſe becoming Dance 
With Airy motion does Loves fire advance, 

Whoſe wanton Wit wild as her Eyes | ; 
The tickled Mind does pleaſantly ſurprize 
Whoſe various Arts all our looſe Powers Alarm, 
A Grace each Adtion, and each word's a Charm. 
3. Ah! 
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Ah! when her willing Head ſhe greatly bends, 
And fragrant Kiſſes Languiſhingly lends : 
When with fond artful Coyneſs ſhe denys, 
More glad to loſe, than we to win the Prize, 
Or when the Wanton in a Toying Vein 


Snatches the Kiſs from the prevented Swain ; 
Wou'd you then give one Bracelet of her Hair 


For the poor Crowns that Monarchs wear ? 
Wov'd you exchange for all thoſe favourite Iſles 
The Sun laughs on, one of her pleaſing Smiles? 
Wor'd you for both the Indzes Wealth decline, 
The hidden Treaſures of her richer Mine ? 

Not I, for ſuch vain Toys I'd ne'er remove, 
My wealth, my Pomp, my Heav*n ſhou'd all be 
Love. 
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AN NO 
ACCOUNT 
[1 as,TAE |: 
Greateſt Engliſh Poets 


To Mr. H. S. Ap. 3d. 1694. 


By Mr. TJoſeph Adaiſon. 


OO 


Inte, Deareſt Harr y, you will needs requeſt 
& A ſhort Account of all the Muſe poſſeſt ; 
That, down from Chaucer's days ro Dryden's Times, 
Heve ſpent their Noble Rage in Brittiſh Rhimes; 
Without more Preface, wrote in Formal length, 
To ſpeak the Undertakers want of ſtrength, 
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PII try to make they re feral Beauties known, 
wats ſhow their Verſes worth, tho? not my Own. 


> (7 


WJ + MID 1 
Long had our dull Fore-Fathers ſlept Supine, 
Nor felt the Raptures of the Tuneful Nine; 
Till Chaucer Art, a; merry Bard, aroſe.; | 
And many a Story told in Rhime and Proſe. 
But Age has Ruſted what the Poet writ, 
Worn out his Language, and obſcur'd his Wit : 
In vain he jeſts 1 i his unpoliſh'd ſtrain, 


And tries. to make his Readers laugh in vain, 


Old Speacer next, warm'd with Poetick Rage, 
In Antick Tales amus'd a Barb'rous Age; 
An Ape that yet = and Rude, 
' Where-&re the Poet's Pancy led, purſu'd 


Through 
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Through pathleſs Fields, and unfrequented 
Floods, 

To Dens of Dragons, and Enchanted Woods. 

But now the Myſtick Tale, that pleas'd of Yore, 

Can Charm ah underſtanding Age no more ; 

The long-{pun Allegories fulſom grow, 

While the dull Moral lies too-plain below. 

We view well-pleas'd at diſtance all the ſights 

Of Arms and Palfries, Cattel's,Fields and F gins 

lnd Damſels in Diſtreſs, and Courteous ( 
Knights. 


But when we look too near, the Shades decay, - 


And all the pleaſing Lan-skip fades away. 
Great Cowley then (a mighty Genius) -wrote ; 
Vre-run with Wit, and laviſh of his Thought:-: 

His:Turns too cloſely on the Reader preſs; 
He more had pleas'd us had he pleas'd us leſs. 


} One 


920 The FOURTH PART 


One glitt'ring Thought no ſooner ftrikes our Eye 
With filent wonder, but new wonders riſe; 
As in the Milky way a ſhining White, 
O're-flows the Heav?ns, with one continu'd Light 
That not a ſingle Star can ſhew his Rays, 
Whilſt joyntly all promote the Common-Blaze; 
Pardon, Great Poer, that I dare to name 
Th? unnumber'd Beauties of thy Verſe witl 
| blame ; | 

Yhy fault is only Wit in its Exceſs, 
But Wit like thine in any ſhape well pleaſe. 
Whar Muſe but thine cou'd equal Hints inſpire ; 
And fit the Deep-Mouth'd Pinder to thy Lyre: 
Pinder, whom others in a Labour'd ſtrain, 
And forc'd Expreſſion, imutate in vain? 
Well-pleas'd in thee he Soars with new delight, 
And Play's in more unbounded Yerſe, and takes 


- a noblker flight. 
Ble 


Bleſt Man ! who's ſpotleſs Life and Charming 
Lays 
Employ*d the Taneful Prelate in thy Praiſe 


Bleſt Man ! who now ſhall be for ever known, 


In Sprat*s ſucceſsful Labours and thy own, 


But Mzlron next, with high and haughty ſtalks, 
Unfetter'd in Majeftick Numbers walks ; 
No vulgar Heroe can his Muſe ingage ; 
Nor Earth's wide Scexe confine his hallow*d Rage, 
See! ſee, he upward Springs, and Tow'ring high 
Spurns the dull Province of Mortality ; 
Shakes Heay?ns Eternal Throne with dire Alarms, 
And ſets the Almighty Thunderer in Arms, 
What-e're his Pen deſcribes I more then ſee, 
Whulſt ev'ry Verſe, array'd in Majeſty, 


Y Pold, 


fr 


—_— 
i. 


ee 


wy 
Bold, and fubl:me, my whole attention draws, 


And feems above the Criticks nicer Laws. 

How are you ſtruck with Terrour and Delight, 

When Ange! with Arch-Ange! Cope's 1n Fight ! 

When Great Meſſiah's out-ſpread Banner ſhines, 

How does the Charriot Rattel in'his Lines! 

What lounds of Brazen Wheels, what Thunder, 
{6are, 

And ſtun the Reader with the Din of War ! 

With fear my Spirits and my Blood retire 

To ſee the S$-raphs funk in Clouds of Fire ; 

Burt when, with eager iteps, from hence [ rile, 

And view the firſt gay Scenes of Paradiſe ; 

What Tongue, what words of Rapture Caf Cx- 
preſs 

A Viton fo profuſe of pleaſantnchs 

Oh had the Por nere prophan'd his Pen, 


19 varmih 0s the Guilt of FaithleG Men; 
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His other works might have Celerv'd applauke 

But now the: Language can't ſupport the Caulce , 
? 

While the clean Current, tho? ſerene and bright, 


Retray's a bottomgodious to the ſight. 


But now my /e a ſofter ſtratn rehearſe. 
Turn ev ry Line with Art, and {mooth thy Verſe , 
The Courtly Walker next Commands thy Lays, 
Myſe Tune thy Verie, with Art, to Wallers Praiſe 
While tender Airs and lovely Dames intpire- 
ott melring Thoughts, and propagate Deſires : 
0 long ſhall Wller's ſtrains our Paſſion move. 
and Sachariſſa's Beautics kindle Love 

hy Verſe, Harmonious Bard, and flatt'rity, Song, 

an make the Vanquilt?d Grear, the Cowur® 

ſtrong, 
hy Verſe can ſhow ey'n Cromme!/”s innocence, 
I 


and Complement the Stor ms that bore him hL-:ce. 


w - 
- 
1 
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Oh had thy Muſe not come an Age too ſoon, 

But ſeen Great Naſſaw on the Brittiſh Throne ! 

How had his Triumphs glitter'd in thy Page, 

And warm?d Thee to a more Exalted Rage! 

- What Scenes of Death and * Wie had weviewd, 

And how had Bains wide Current Reek*d in 
Blood! o \ 

Or if Maria's Charins thou wowdlt rehearſe, 

In ſmoother Numbers and a ſofter Verſe ; 

Thy Pen had well deſcrib'd her Graceful Air, 


And Gloriana wou'd have ſeem'd more Fair. 


Nor muſt Roſcommon pals neglefted by, 


That makes ey*n Rules a Noble Poctry : 


Rules who's deep Senſe and Heay*nly Numbers 
ſhow, | 


The beſt of Critticks, and of Poets too. 
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Nor Dexham muſt we ere forget thy Strains, 
Wai Cooper's Hill Commands the Neighb'ring 


Plains. 

But ſee where artful Drydez next appears, 
Grown old in Rhime, but Charming ey*n in Years. 
Great Dryden next ! who's Tuneful Muſe affords 
The ſweeteſt Numbers, and the fitteſt words. 
Whether in C enich ſounds or Tragick Airs 
She form's her voice, ſhe moves our Smiles or 

Tears. 

If Satire or Heroick Strains ſhe writes, 
Her Heroe pleaſes, and her Satire Bites. 
From her no harſh, unartful Numbers fall, 
She wears all Dreſſes, and ſhe Charms in all : 
How might we fear our Engliſh Poetry, 
That long has flouriſh'd, ſhou'd decay with Thee ' 
Did not the Muſes other Hope appear, 


Harmonious Congreve, and forbid our Fear. 


C ongreve ' 
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Congren/ ! /who's Fancies unexhauſted Store 


Has gryen already mucin, and promis'd more. 


Congreve inal ſtill preſerve thy Fame alive, 


And Druez”s Muſe ſhall in his Friend ſurvive, 


Fin tir'd with Rlriming, and wou'd fain give 


- 


3 
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AY 


[1iCE jt] demands one Labour more : 


Je Mcnta7ue remains unnam'd, 
For Wit, for Humour, and for Judgment fam ; 


FEA ads. , 
To Dearjet ite dircets his Artful Mule, 
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Nor 
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Nor Szmors choak'd with. Men, and Arms, and 
Blood ; 


Nor rapid Xazthu's celebrated Flood : 
Shall longer be the Poer's higheſt Themes, 


Tho Gods and Heroes fought, Promiſcuous in 
they're ſtreams; 

But now, to Vaſſas's ſecret Councils rais'd, 

He Aids the Heroe, whom before he Prais'd. 


Fr done, at length, aud now, Dear Friend, receive 
The left poor Preſent that my Muſe can gee. 
I leave the Arts of Poetry aud Verſe 
To them that prattiſe *em with more ſucces, 
Of greater Truths Pl] now prepare to tell, 
And ſo at once, Dear Friend ana Muſe, Farewel!. 
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Thott vv erted a Catalogue of what Poems aye 
contained in the three former Miſcellanies. 
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